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PREFACE. 



I HATE endeavoured, in writing this book, to combine 
interest of story and development of characters in nearly 
equal proportions throughout, so that the one quality 
should never attain undue prominence at the expense of 
the other. In the execution of this design I have met 
with many difficulties, which I have done my best to 
conquer in a genuine and workmanlike way — with 
what success it now remains for others to pronounce. 

Although painters have already figured somewhat 
largely in works of fiction, I have ventured to introduce 
a Painter as one of the principal characters in the fol- 
lowing pages; knowing beforehand, that whatever else I 
might do with such a personage, I was in no danger of 
making him imitate any of his predecessors. The Painter 
in this story only assumes to be a homely study from 
nature, done by a student who has had more oppor- 
tunities than most men, out of the profession, of ob- 
serving what the varieties of artist-life, and the eccentri- 
cities of artist-character, are really like, when they are 
looked at close. It may be necessary to mention this, 
by way of warning, as I have ventured on the startling 
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novelty (in fiction) of trying to make an artist interesting, 
without representing him as Mendless, consumptiye, and 
penniless — to say nothing of the more daring innova- 
tion of attempting to extract some amusement from his 
character, and yet not exhibiting him as a speaker of 
bad English, a reckless contractor of debts, and an 
utterly irreclaimable sot. 

There is one other personage in the foUowii^ story, 
about whom I had some preliminary words to say. But 
as saying them here might perhaps interfere with any 
little interest^ attaching to the first presentation of this 
character to the reader, they have been transferred to a 
Note at the end of the present Volume. 

Hanoyeb Terrace, 
June^ 1854. 
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VOL. I. 



OPENING CHAPTEE. 

A Chlld*s Sanday. 

At a quarter to one o'clock, on a wet Sunday after- 
noon, in November 1837, Samuel Snoxell, page to Mr. 
Zachary Thorpe, of Baregrove Square, London, left the 
area gate with three umbrellas under his arm, to meet 
his master and mistress at the church door, on the con- 
clusion of morning service. Snoxell had been specially- 
directed by the housemaid to distribute his three um- 
brellas in the following manner: the new silk umbreUa 
• was to be given to Mr. and Mrs. Thorpe; the old silk 
umbrella was to be handed to Mr. Goodworth, Mb. 
Thorpe's father; and the heavy gingham was to be kept 
by Snoxell himself, for the special protection of "Master 
Zack," aged six years, and the only child of Mr. Thorpe. 
Furnished with these instructions, the page set forth in 
gloomy silence on his way to the church. 

The morning had been fine for November; but be- 
fore midday the clouds had gathered, the rain had 
begun, and the regular fog of the season had closed 
dingily over the wet streets, far and near. The garden 
in the middle of Baregrove Square, with its close-cot 
Hide and Seek* L 1 
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turf, its vacaut bed«,;'itA''J)raii-^V* nfstic seats, its 
withere^d, 3K)yiig\ tree^ t^al lia^ not yet grown as high as 
.tbe^ i^lio]^; around* them, seemed to be absolutely 
••.retting* Way in yellow mist and softly-steady rain, and 
was deserted even by the cats. The blinds were drawn 
down for the most part in every house; what light qame 
from the sky came like light seen through dusty glass; 
the grim brown hue of the brick fronts looked more 
dirtily i»oumful than ever; the smoke from the chimney- 
pots was lost mysteriously in deepening superincumbent 
fog; the muddy gutters gurgled; the heavy rain-drops 
dripped into empty areas audibly. No object great or 
small, no out-of-door litter whatever appeared anywhere, 
to break the dismal uniformity of line and substance in 
the perspective of the square. No living being moved 
over the watery pavement, save the melancholy Snoxell. 
He plodded on into a Crescent, and still the awful 
Sunday solitude spread grimly humid all around him. 
He next entered a street with some shops in it; and 
here, at last, some consoling signs of human life attracted 
his attention. He now saw the crossing-sweeper of the 
district (off duty till church came out) smoking a pipe 
under the covered way that led to a mews. He detected, 
through half closed shutters, a chemist's apprentice 
yawning over a lai^e book. He passed a navigator, an 
ostler, and two costennongers wandering wearily back- 
wards and forwards before a closed public-house door. 
He heard the heavy clop clop of thickly-booted feet ad- 
vancing behind him, and a stem voice growling, "Now 
then! be off with you, or youll get locked up!" and, 
looking round, saw an orange-girl, guilty of having ob- 
structed an empty pavement by sitting on the curb-stone, 
driven along before a policeman who was followed ad- 
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miringly by a ragged boy gnawing a piece of orange- 
peel. Having delayed a moment to watch this Sunday 
procession of three with melancholy curiosity as it moved 
by him, Snoxell was about to turn the comer of a street 
which led directly to the church, when a shrill series of 
. cries in a child's voice struck on his ear and stopped his 
progress immediately. 

The page stood stock-still in astonishment for an 
instant, then grinned (for the first time that morning), 
pulled the new silk umbrella from under his arm, and 
turned the comer in a violent hurry. His suspicions 
had not deceived him. There was Mr. Thorpe himself 
walking sternly homeward through the rain, before 
church was over, and leading by the hand "Master 
Zack," who was trotting along under protest, with his 
hat half off his head, hanging as far back from his 
father's side as he possibly could, and howling' all the 
time with the utmost power, of a very powerful pair of 
lungs. 

Mr. Thorpe stopped as he passed the page, and 
snatched the umbrella out of Snoxell's hand, with un- 
accustomed impetuosity; then said sharply, "Go to your 
mistress, go on to the church;" and then resumed his 
road home, dragging his son after him faster than 
ever. 

"Snoxy! Snoxy!" screamed Master Zack viciously 
(he had learnt that nick-name from the nursemaid), 
"I say, Snoxy!" (tuming round towards the page, so 
that he tripped himself up and fell against his father's 
legs at every third step) "I've been a naughty boy at 
church!" 

"Well, you look like it, you do," muttered Snoxell 
to himself sarcastically, as he went on; "Snoxy, too! 

1* 
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m be even with Martha some day for teaching you that, 
Master Zack." With these sentiments, the page ap- 
proached the church portico, and waited sulkily among 
his fellow-servants and their umbrellas for the congrega- 
tion to come out. 

When Mr. Goodworth and Mrs. Thorpe left the ^ 
church, the old gentleman, regardless of appearances, 
seized eagerly x)n the despised gingham, as the largest 
umbrella he could get, and took his daughter home 
under it in triumph. Mrs. Thorpe was very silent, and 
sighed dolefully once or twice, when her father^s atten- 
tion wandered from her to the people passing along the 
street. 

"You're fretting about Zack,** said the old gentleman, 
looking round suddenly at his daughter. "Never mind! 
leave it to me. Pll undertake to beg him off this 
tune." 

"It*s very disheartening and shocking to find him 
behaving so," said Mrs. Thorpe, "after the careful way 
weVe brought him up in, too!" 

"Nonsense, my love4 No, I don't mean that, I beg 
your pardon. But who can be surprised that a child of 
six years old should be tired of a sermon forty minutes 
long by my watch? I was tired of it myself I know, 
though I wasn't candid enough to show it as the boy 
did. There! there! we won't begin to argue: I'll beg 
Zack off this time, and then we'll say no more 
about it." 

Mr. Goodworth's announcement of his benevolent in- 
tentions towards Zack seemed to have very little effect 
on Mrs. Thorpe; but she said nothing on that subject or 
any other during the rest of the dreary walk home, 
through raiui fog, and mud, to Baregrove Square. 
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Booms have their mysterious peculiarities of phy- 
siognomy as well as men. There are plenty of rooms, 
all of much the same size, all furnished in much the 
same manner, which, nevertheless, differ completely in 
expression (if such a term may he allowed) one from the 
other, reflecting the various characters of their inhabitants 
by such fine varieties of effect in the furniture-features 
generally common to all, aa are often, like the infinitesi- 
mal varieties of eyes, noses, and mouths, too intricately 
minute to be traceable, l^ow, the parlour of Mr. Thorpe's 
house was neat, clean, comfortably and sensibly 
furnished. It was of the average size. It had the usual 
side-board, dining-table, looking-glass, scroll fender, 
marble chimney-piece with a clock on it, carpet with a 
drugget over it, and wire window-blinds to keep people 
from looking in, characteristic of all respectable London 
parlours of the middle class. And yet, it was an in- 
veterately severe-looking room — a room that seemed as 
if it had never been convivial, never uproarious, never 
anything but sternly comfortable and serenely dull; a 
room that appeared to be as unconscious of acts of 
mercy, and eaaj, unreasoning, over affectionate forgive- 
ness to offenders of any kind — juvenile or otherwise — 
as if it had been a cell in Newgate, or a private tor- 
turing chamber in the Inquisition. Perhaps Mr. Good- 
wortii felt thus affected by the parlour, especially in 
November weather, as soon as he entered it, for, although 
he had promised to beg Zack off, although Mr. Thorpe was 
sitting alone by the table and accessible to petitions, with a 
book in his hand, the old gentleman hesitated uneasily for 
a minute or two, a^d suffered his daughter to speak first. 

"Where is Zack?" asked Mrs. Thotpe, glancing 
quickly and nervously all round her. 
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"He is locked up in my dressiiig-rooin," answered 
her husband without taking his eyes off his book. 

"In your dressing-room!" echoed Mrs. Thorpe, look- 
ing as startled and horrified as if she had received a 
blow instead of aa aaswer; "in your dressing-room! 
Good heavens, Zachary! how do you know the child 
hasn't got at your razors?" 

"They are locked up," rejoined Mr. Thorpe, with the 
mildest reproof in his voice, and the moumfuUest self- 
possession in his manner. "I took care before I left the 
boy, that he should get at nothing which could do him 
any injury. He is locked up, and will remain locked 
up, because" — 

"I say, Thorpe! won't you let him off this time?" 
interrupted Mr. Goodworth, boldly plimging head fore- 
most, with his petition for mercy, into the conversation. 

"If you had allowed me to proceed, sir," said Mr. 
Thorpe, who always called his father-in-law Sir^ "I should 
have simply remarked that, after having enlarged to my 
son (in such terms, you will observe, as I thought best 
fitted to his comprehension) on the disgrace to his parents 
and himself of his behaviour this morning, I set him as 
a task three verses to learn out of the * Select Bible Texts 
for Children;' choosing the verses which seemed, if I 
may trust my own judgment on the point, the sort of verses 
to impress on him what his behaviour ought to be for 
the future in church. He flatly refused to learn what I 
told him. It was, of course, quite impossible to allow 
my authority to be set at defiance by my own child 
(whose disobedient disposition has always, God knows, 
been a source of constant trouble and anxiety to me), so 
I locked him up, and locked up he will remain until he 
has obeyed me. My dear," (turning to his wife and 



Digitized by 



Google 



HIDE AlO) SEES. 7 

handing her a key), "I have no objection, if you wish, 
to your going and trying what you can do towards over- 
coming the obstinacy of this unhappy child." 

Mrs. Thorpe took the key, and went up stairs im- 
mediately — went up to do what all women have done, 
from the time of the first mother; to do what Eve did 
when Cain was wayward in his infancy, and cried at her 
breast — in short, went up to coax her child. 

Mr. Thorpe, when his wife closed the door, carefully 
looked down the open page on his knee for the place 
where he had left off — foimd it — referred back a mo- 
ment to the last lines of the preceding leaf — and then 
went on with his book, not taking the smallest notice 
of Mr. Goodworth. 

"Thorpe!" cried the old gentleman, plunging head 
foremost again, into his son-in-law's reading this time 
instead of his talk, ^'You may say what you please; but 
your notion of bringing up Zack is — is, Tm certain, a 
wrong one altogether." 

With the calmest imaginable expression of face, Mr. 
Thorpe looked up from his book; and, first carefully put- 
ting a paper-knife between the leaves, placed it on the 
table. He then crossed one of his legs over the other, 
rested an elbow on each arm of his chair, and clasped 
his hands in front of him. On the wall opposite hung 
several lithographed portraits of distinguished preachers, 
in and out of the Establishment — mostly represented as 
very sturdily-constructed men with bristly hair, fronting 
the spectator interrogatively and holding thick books in 
their hands. Upon one of these portraits — the name 
of the original of which was stated at the foot of the 
print to be the Reverend Aaron YoUop — Mr. Thorpe 
now fixed his eyes, with a faint approach to a smile on 
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hifl face (he never was known to laugh), and with a look 
and manner which said as plainly as if he had spoken 
it: "This old man is about to say something improper or 
absurd to me; but he is my wife's father; it is my duty 
to bear with him, and therefore I am perfectly resigned." 

"It's no use looking in that way, Thorpe," growled 
the old gentleman; "I'm not to be put down by looks at 
my time of life. I may have my own opinions I sup- 
pose, like other people; and I don't see why I shouldn't 
speak them, especially when they relate to my own 
daughter's boy. It's very queer of me, I dare say; but I 
think I ought to have a voice now and then in Zack's 
bringing up." 

Mr. Thorpe bowed respectfully — partly to Mr. Good- 
worth, partly to the Reverend Aaron YoUop. "I shall 
always be happy, sir, to listen to any expression of 
your — ^" 

"My opinion's this," burst out Mr. Good worth, "You've 
no business to take Zack to church at all, till he's some 
years older than he is now. I don't deny that there may 
be a few children, here and there, at six years old, who 
are so very patient, and so very — (what's the word for 
a child that knows a lot more than he has any business 
to know at his age? 8top! I've got it! — precocious — 
that's the word) — so very patient and so very precocious 
that they'll sit quiet in the same place for two hours; 
making believe all the time that they understand every 
word of the service, whether they really do or not. I don't 
deny that there may be such children, though I never 
met with them myself, and should think them all nasty 
little hypocrites if I did! But Zack isn't one of that set: 
Zack's a regular natural, genuine, trump of a child (God 
bless him!) Zack — " 
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"Do I understand you, my dear sir," interposed Mr. 
Thorpe, sorrowfully sarcastic, "to be praising the conduct 
of my son in disturbing the congregation, and obliging 
me to take him out of the church?*' 

"Nothing of the sort,'* retorted the old gentleman; 
"Fm not praising back's conduct, but I cm blaming yours. 
Here it is in plain words: — You keep on cramming 
church down his throat; and he keeps on puking at it as 
if it was physic, because he don't know any better and 
can't know any better at his age. !& that the way to 
make him take kindly to religious teaching? I know as 
well as you do, that he fidgeted and roared like a young 
Turk at the sermon. And pray what was the subject 
of the sermon? Justification by faith. Do you mean to 
tell me that he, or any other child at his time of life, 
could understand anything of such a subject as that; or 
get an atom of good out of it? You can't — you know 
you can't! So, I say again, ifs no use taking him to 
church yef; and what's more, if s worse than no use, for 
ifs only associating his first ideas of religious instruction 
with everything in the way of restraint and discipline 
and punishment that can be most irksome to him. There! 
that's my opinion, and I should rather like to hear what 
you've got to say against it?" 

"liatitudinarianism," said Mr. Thorpe, looking and 
speaking straight at the portrait of the Eeverend Aaron 
YoUop. 

"You can't fob me off with long words, which I don't 
understand, and which I don't believe you can find in 
Johnson's Dictionary," continued Mr. Goodworth doggedly. 
"You would do much better to take my advice, and let 
Zack go to church, for the present, at Ms mother's knees. 
Let his Morning Service be about ten minutes long; let 
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your wife tell him out of the New Testament, about 
Our Saviour's goodness and gentleness to little children; 
and then, let her teach him, from the Sermon on the 
Mount, to be loving and truthful and forbearing and for- 
giving, for Our Saviour's sake. If such precepts as those 
are enforced — as they may be in one way or another — 
by examples drawn from his own daily life; from people 
around him, from what he meets with and notices and 
asks about, out of doors and in — mark my words, he'll 
take kindly to his religious instruction; hell understand 
it; hell often come and ask for it of his own accord, as 
a reward for being a good boy. I've seen that in other 
children: I've seen it in my own children, who were all 
brought up so. Of course, you don't agree with me! 
Of course you've got your own objection all ready to bowl 
me down with?" 

" nationalism ," said Mr. Thorpe, still looking steadily 
at the lithographed portrait as if he only desired to bowl 
Mr. Goodworth down under the immediate clerical auspices 
of the Reverend Aaron YoUop. 

"Well! your objection's a short one this time at any 
rate; and that's a blessing," said the old gentleman 
rather irritably. "Rationalism — eh? I understand that 
25772, I rather suspect, better than the other. It means 
in plain English, that you think I'm wrong in only 
wanting to give religious instruction the same chance 
with Zack which you let all other kinds of instruction 
have — the chance of becoming useful by being first 
made attractive. You can't get him to learn to read by 
telling him that it will improve his mind — but you 
can by getting him to look at a picture-book. You can't 
get him to drink senna and salts by reasoning with him 
about it's doing him good — but you can by promising 
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him a Inmp of sugar to take after it. You admit this 
aprt of principle so far, because you're obliged; but the 
moment anybody wants (in a spirit of perfect reverence 
and desire to do good) to extend it to higher things, 
you purse up your lips, shake your head, and talk about 
Eationalism — as if that was an answer! Well! well! 
it's no use talking — go your own way — I wash my 
hands of the business altogether. But now I am at it, 
I'll just say this one thing more before I've done: — 
your way of punishing the boy for his behaviour in 
church is, in my opinion, about as bad and dangerous 
a one — not to mince matters — as could possibly be 
devised. Why not give him a thrashing? if you must 
punish the miserable little urchin severely for what's 
his misfortune as much as his fault. Why not stop his 
pudding, or something of that sort? Here you are 
associating verses in the Bible, in his mind, with the 
idea of punishment and being locked up in the cold! 
You may make him get his texts by heart, I dare say, 
by fairly tiring him out; but I tell you what I'm afraid 
you'll make him learn too, if you don't mind — you'll 
msike him learn to dislike the Bible as much as other 
boys dislike the birch-rod!" 

"Sir," cried Mr. Thorpe, turning suddenly round, 
and severely confronting Mr. Goodworth, "once for all, 
I paust most respectfully insist on being spared for the 
future any open profanities in conversation, even from 
your lips. All my regard and affection for you, as 
Mrs. Thorpe's father, shall not prevent me from solemnly 
recording my abhorrence of such awful infidelity as 
I believe to be involved in the words you have just 
spoken! My religious convictions recoil — " 

"Stop, sir!" said Mt. Goodworth, seriously and sternly. 
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]\fo. Thorpe obeyed at once. The old gentleman's manner 
was generally much more remarkable for heartiness than 
for dignity; but it altered completely while he now 
spoke. As he struck his hand on the table, and rose 
from his chair, there was something in his look which 
it was not safe to disregard. "Mr. Thorpe," he went 
on, more calmly, but very decidedly, "I refrain from 
telling you what my opinion is of the 'respect' and 
'affection' which have allowed you to rebuke me in such 
terms as you have chosen. I merely desire to say that 
I shall never need a second reproof of the same kind 
at your hands; for I shall never again speak to you 
on the subject of my grandson's education. K, in 
consideration of this assurance, you will now permit 
me, in my turn — not to rebuke — but to offer you 
temperately one word of advice, I would just recommend 
you not to be too ready in future, lightly and cruelly to 
accuse a man of infidelity because his religious opinions 
happen to differ on some subjects from yours. To infer 
a serious motive for your opponent's convictions, however 
wrong you may think them, can do you no harm: to 
infer a scoffing motive can do him no good. We will 
say nothing more about this, if you please. Let us 
shake hands; and never again revive a subject which 
we disagree too widely about ever to discuss with 
advantage." 

At this moment the servant came in with lunch. 
Mr. Goodworth poured himself out a glass of sherry, 
made a remark on the weather, and soon resumed his 
cheerful everyday manner. But he did not forget th^ 
pledge that he had given to Mr. Thorpe. From that 
time forth, he never by word or deed interfered again 
in his grandson's education. 
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While the theory of Mr. Thorpe's system of juvenile 
instmctioH was being discussed in the free air of the 
parlour, the practical working of that theory, so far as 
regarded the individual case of Master Zack, was being 
exemplified in anything but a satisfactory and encouraging 
maimer, in the prison-region of the dressing-room. 

Wlule she ascended the first flight of stairs, 
Mrs. Thorpe's ears informed her that her son was firing 
off one uninterrupted volley of kicks against the door 
of his place of confinement As this was by no means 
an unusual circumstance, whenever the boy happened 
to be locked up for bad behaviour, she felt distressed, 
but not at all surprised at what she heard; and went 
into the drawing-room, on her way up stairs, to deposit 
her Bible and Prayerbook (kept in a morocco case, with 
gold clasps) on the little side-table, upon which they 
were always placed during week-days. Possibly, she was 
so much agitated, that her hand trembled; possibly, she 
was in too great a hurry; possibly, the household imp, 
who rules the brittle destinies of domestic glass and 
china, had marked her out as his destroying angel for 
that day; but however it was, in placing the morocco 
case on the table, she knocked down and broke an 
ornament standing near it; a little ivory model of a church 
steeple in the florid style, enshrined in a glass case. 
Picking up the fragments, and mourning over the' 
catastrophe, occupied some little time, more than she 
was aware of, before she at last left the drawing-room, 
to proceed on her way to the upper regions. 

As she laid her hand on the bannisters, it struck 
her suddenly and significantly, that the noises in the 
dressing-room above had entirely ceased. 

The iostant she satisfied herself of this, her maternal 
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imaginatioii, Tnunfluenced by what Mr. Thorpe had said 
below stairs, conjured up an appalling vision of Zack 
before his father's looking-glass, with his chin well 
lathered, and a bare razor at his naked throat. The 
child had indeed a singular aptitude for amusing him- 
self with purely adult occupations. Having once been 
incautiously taken into church by his nurse, to see 
a female friend of hers married, Zack had, th,e very 
next day, insisted on solemnising the nuptial ceremony 
from recollection, before a bride and bridegroom of his 
own age, selected from his playfellows in the garden of 
the Square; his performance on that occasion, being 
a thing to be remembered, related, and giggled over, 
by every maid servant who had been present at it. for 
the special benefit of every marriageable follower who 
had not. Another time, when the gardener had incau- 
tiously left his lighted pipe on a bench, while he went 
to gather a flower for one of the local nurserymaids, 
whom he was accustomed to favour horticulturally in this 
way, Zack contrived, undetected, to take three greedy 
whiifs of pigtail in close succession: was discovered 
reeling about the grass like a little drunkard, and had 
to be smuggled home (deadly pale, and bathed in cold 
perspiration) to recover, out of his mother's sight, in 
the deep retirement and congenial gloom of the back 
kitchen. Although the precise infantine achievements 
here cited were unknown to Mrs. Thorpe, there were 
plenty more, like them, which she had discovered; and 
the warning remembrance of which now hurried the poor 
lady up the second flight of stairs in a state of breathless 
agitation and alarm. 

Zack, however, had not got at the razors; for they 
were all locked up, as Mr. Thorpe had declared. But 
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he had, nevertheless, discovered in the dressing-room 
a means of perpetrating mighty domestic mischief, which 
his father had never thought of providing against. 
Finding that kicking, screaming, stamping, sobbing, and 
knocking down chairs, were quite powerless as methods 
of enforcing his liberation, the young gentleman suddenly 
suspended his proceedings; looked all round the room; 
observed the cock which supplied his father's bath with 
water; and instantly resolved to flood the house. He had 
set the water going in the bath, had filled it to the brim, 
and was anxiously waiting, perched up on a chair, to 
see it overflow — when his mother unlocked the dressing- 
room door, and entered the room. 

"Oh you naughty, wicked, shocking child!" cried 
Mrs. Thorpe, horrified at what she beheld, but instantly 
stopping the threatened deluge from motives of precau- 
tion connected with the drawing-room ceiling. "Oh, 
Zack! Zack! what will you do next? What would your 
papa say if he heard of this? You wicked, wicked, 
wicked child, Tm ashamed to look at you!" 

And, in very truth, Zack ofiered at that moment a 
sufficiently disheartening spectacle for a mother's eyes to 
dwell on. There stood the young imp, sturdy and up- 
right on his chair, wriggling his shoulders in and out of 
his frock, and holding his hands behind him in un- 
conscious imitation of the favourite action of Napoleon 
the Great. His light hair was all rumpled down over 
his forehead; his lips were swelled; his nose was red; 
and from his bright blue eyes Rebellion looked out 
frankly mischievous, amid a surrounding halo of dirt 
and tears, rubbed circular by his knuckles. After gazing 
on her son in mute despair for a minute or so, Mrs. 
Thorpe took the only course that was immediately open 
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to her — or, in other words, took the child off the 
chair. 

"Have you learnt your lesson, you wicked boy?" she 
asked. 

"No, I haVnt," answered Zack, resolutely. 

"Then come to the table with me: your papa's wait- 
ing to hear you. Come here and learn your lesson 
directly," said Mrs. Thorpe, leading the way to the 
table. 

"No, I won't!" rejoined Zack, emphasising the refusal 
by laying tight hold of the wet sides of the bath with 
both hands. 

It was lucky for this rebel of six years old, that he 
addressed those three words to his mother only. If his 
nurse had heard them, she would instantly have em- 
ployed that old-established resource in all educational 
difficulties, familiarly known to persons of her condition 
under the appellation of "a smack on the head;" if Mr. 
Thorpe had heard them, the boy would have been sternly 
torn away, bound to the back of the chair, and placed 
ignominiously with his chin against the table; if Mr. 
Goodworth had heard them, the probability is that he 
would instantly have lost his temper, and soused his 
grandson head over ears in the bath. Not one of these 
ideas occurred to Mrs. Thorpe, who possessed no ideas. 
But she had certain substitutes which were infinitely 
more useful in the present emergency: she had instincts. 

"Look up at me, Zack," she said, returning to the 
bath, and sitting in the chair by its side; "I want to say 
something to you." 

The boy obeyed directly; he was never averse, in 
his worst moods, to looking everybody straight in the 
face. His mother opened her lips, stopped suddenly, 
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said a few words, stopped agMn, hesitated, and then 
ended her first sentence of admonition in the most ridi- 
culous manner, hy snatching at the nearest towel, and 
bearing Zack off to the wash-hand basin. 

The plain fact was, that Mrs. Thorpe was secretly 
vain of her child. She had long since, poor woman, 
forced down the strong strait-waistcoats of prudery and 
restraint over every other moral weakness but this — of 
all vanities the most beautiful; of all human failings 
surely the most pure! Yes! she was proud of Zack! 
The dear, naughty, handsome, church-disturbing, door- 
kicking, house-flooding Zack! If he had only been a 
plain-featured boy, she could have gone on sternly with 
her admonition: but to look coolly on his handsome face, 
made ugly by dirt, tears, and rumpled hair; to speak to 
him in that state, while soap, water, brush and towel, 
were all within reach, was more than the mother (or the 
woman either, for that matter) had the self-denial to do! 
So, before it had well begun, the maternal lecture ended 
abruptly and impotently in the wash-hand basin. 

When the boy had been smartened and brushed up 
(he submitted pretty patiently to the cleaning operation), 
Mrs. Thorpe took him on her lap; and, suppressing a 
strong desire to kiss him on both his round, shining 
cheeks, said these words: — 

"I want you to learn your lesson, because you will 
please me by obeying your papa. I have always been 
kind to yow, — now I want you to be kind to me.*' 

For the first time, Zack hung down his head, and 
seemed unprepared with an answer. Mrs. Thorpe knew 
by experience what this symptom meant. "I think you 
are beginning to be sorry for what you have done, and 
are going to be a good boy;" she said. "If you are, I 
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know you will give me a kiss." Zack hesitated again — 
then suddenly reached up, and gave his mother a hearty 
and loud-sounding kiss on the tip of her chin. "And 
now you will learn your lesson?" continued Mrs. Thorpe. 
"I have always tried to make you happy, and I am sure 
you are ready, by this time, to try and make me happy 
— are you not, Zack?" 

"Yes, I am," said Zack manfully. His mother took 
him at once to the table, on which the "Select Bible 
Texts for Children" lay open, and tried to lift him into 
a chair. "No!" said the boy, resisting and shaking his 
head resolutely; "I want to learn my lesson on your 
lap." 

Mrs. Thorpe humoured him immediately. She was 
not a handsome, not even a pretty woman; and the cold 
atmosphere of the dressing-room by no means improved 
her personal appearance. But, notwithstanding this, she 
looked absolutely attractive and interesting at the pre- 
sent moment, as she sat with Zack in her arms, bending 
over him while he studied his three verses in the 
"Bible Texts." Women who have been iU-used by na- 
ture have this great advantage over men in the same 
predicament — wherever there is a child present, they 
have a means ready at hand, which they can all employ 
alike, for hiding their personal deficiencies. Who ever 
saw an awkward woman look awkward with a baby in 
her arms? Who ever saw an ugly woman look ugly 
when she was kissing a child? 

Zack, who was a remarkably quick boy when he 
chose to exert himself, got his lesson by heart in so 
short a time that his mother insisted on hearing him 
twice over, before she could satisfy herself that he was 
really perfect enough to appear in his father's presence. 
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The second trial decided her doubts, and she took him 
in triumph down stairs. 

Mr. Thorpe was reading intently, Mr. Goodworth was 
thinking profoundly, the rain was falling inveterately, 
the fog was thickening dirtily; and the austerity of the 
severe-looking parlour was hardening apace into its most 
adamantine Sunday grimness, as Master Zack was brought 
to say his lesson at his father's knees. He got through ■ 
it perfectly again; but his childish manner, during this 
third trial, altered from frankness to distrustfulness; and 
he looked much oftener, while he said his task, at Mr. 
Goodworth than at his father. "When the texts had 
been repeated, Mr. Thorpe just said to his wife, before 
resuming his book — "You may tell the nurse, my 
dear, to get Zachar/s dinner ready for him ■ — though he 
doesn't deserve it for behaving so badly about learning 
his lesson." 

"Please, grandpapa, may I look at the picture-book 
you brought for me last night, after I was in bed?" said 
Zack, addressing Mr. Goodworth, and evidently feeling 
that he was entitled to his reward now he had suffered 
his punishment. 

"Certainly not on Sunday," interposed Mr. Thorpe; 
"your grandpapa's book is not a book for Sundays." 

Mr. Goodwoith started, and seemed about to speak; 
but, recollecting what he had said to Mr. Thorpe, con- 
tented himself with ppking the fire. The book in ques- 
tion was a certain romance, entitled "Jack and the Bean 
Stalk," copiously adorned with illustrations of thrilliag 
interest, tinted in the freest style of water-colour art. 

"If you want to look at picture-books, you know 
what books you may have to-day; and your mamma will 
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get them for you when i^e comes in again," continaed 
Mr. Thorpe. 

The works now referred to were an old copy of the 
"Pilgrim's Progress" containing four small prints of the 
period of the last century; and a "Life of Moses," illus- 
trated hy severe German outlines in the manner of the 
modem school. Zack knew well enough what books his 
father meant, and exhibited his appreciation of them by 
again beginning to wriggle his shoulders in and out of 
his frock. He had evidently had more than enough 
already of the "Pilgrim's Progress" and the "life of 
Moses." 

Mr. Thorpe said nothing more, and returned to his 
reading. Mr. Goodworth put his hands in his pockets, 
yawned disconsolately, and looked, with a languidly sar 
tiiical expression iu his eyes, to see what his grandson 
would do next. If the thought passing through the old 
gentleman's mind at that moment had been put into 
words, it would have been exactly expressed in the 
following sentence: — "Oh, you miserable little boy! 
When I was your age, how I should have kicked at qSl 
this!" 

Zack was not long in finding a new resource. He 
spied Mr. Goodworth*s Malacca cane standing in a comer; 
and, instantly getting astride of it, prepared to amuse 
himself with a little imaginary horse -exercise up and 
down the room. He had just started at a gentle canter, 
when his father called -out, "Zachary!" and brought the 
boy to a stand^still directly. 

"Put back the stick where you took it from," said 
Mr. Thorpe; "you mustn't do tiiiat on Sunday. If you 
want to move about, you can walk up and down the 
.room." 
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Zaxjk paused, debating for an instant whether he 
should disobey or burst oiit crying. 

"Put back the stick!" repeated Mr. Thorpe. 

Zack remembered the dressing-room and the "Select 
Bible. Texts for Children," and wisely obeyed. He was 
by this time completely crushed down into as rigid a 
state of Sunday discipline as his father could desire. 
After depositing the stick in the comer, he slowly walked 
up to Mr. Goodworth, with a comical expression of amaze- 
ment and disgust in his chubby face; and meekly laid 
down his head on his grandfather's knee. 

. "Never say die, Zack!" said the kind old gentleman, 
rising and taking the boy in his arms. "While nurse is 
getting your dinner ready, let's look out of window, and 
see if if s going to clear up." 

Mr. Thorpe raised his head from his book for a mo- 
ment, but said nothing this tinjie. 

"Ah, rain! rain! rain!" muttered Mr. Goodworth, 
staring desperately out at the miserable prospect, while 
Zack amused himself by rubbing his nose vacantly back- 
wards and forwards against a pane of glass, appearing 
exceedingly inclined to go to sleep during the operation 
— "Eain! rain! Nothing but rain and fog in November. 
Hold up, Zack! Ding-dong, ding-dong; there go the bells 
for afternoon church! Oh, Lord! I wonder whether it 
will be fine to-morrow? Think of the pudding, my boy!" 
whispered the old gentleman with a benevolent remem- 
brance of what a topic of consolation that thought had 
often afforded to him, when he was a child himself. 

"Yes," said Zack, acknowledging the pudding sug- 
gestion, but evidently declining to profit by it. "And, 
please, when IVe had my dinner, wiU somebody put me 
to bed?" 
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"Put you to bed!" exclaimed Mr. Goodworth. "Why, 
bless the boy! whafs come to him now? You used fid- 
ways to be wanting to stop up." 

"I want to go to bed, and get to to-morrow, and 
have my picture-book," was the weary and whimpering 
answer. 

"ril be hanged," soliloquised the old gentleman under 
his breath, "if I don't think I want to go to bed too, 
and get to to-morrow, and have my * Times' at breakfast! 
I'm as bad as Zack, every bit!" 

"Grandpapa," continued the child, more wearily than 
before, "I want to whisper something in your ear." 

Mr. Goodworth bent down a little. Zack looked 
round cunningly towards his father — then, putting his 
mouth close to his grandfather's ear, confidentially com- 
municated the conclusion at which he had arrived, after 
the events of the day, in these words — 

'*/ 6'ay, grandpapa^ I hate Sunday!** 
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BOOK I. 

THE HIDING. 



CHAPTER L 

A New Neighboarhood. 

At the period when the episode just related occurred 
in the life of Mr. Zachary Thorpe the younger — that is 
to say, in the year 1837 — Baregrove Square was the 
farthest square from the city, and the nearest to the 
country, of any then existing in the north-western suburb 
of London. But, by the time fourteen years more had 
elapsed — that is to say, in the year 1851 — Baregrove 
Square had lost its distinctive character altogether; other 
squares had filched from it those last remnants of healthy 
rustic flavour from which its good name had been deri- 
ved; other streets, crescents, rows, and villa -residences 
had forced themselves pitilessly between the old suburb 
and the country, and had suspended for ever the once 
neighbourly relations between the pavement of Baregrove 
Square and the pathways of the pleasant fields. 

Alexander's armies were great makers of conquests; 
and Napoleon's armies were great makers of conquests; 
but the modem Guerilla regiments of the hod, the trowel, 
and the brick-kiln, are the greatest conquerors of all; for 
they hold the longest the soil that they have once pos- 
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sessedt How mighty the devastation which follows in 
the wake of these tremendous aggressors, as they march 
through the kingdom of nature, triumphantly bricklaying 
beauty wherever they go! What dismantled castle, with 
the enemy's flag fljdng over its crumbling walls, ever 
looked so utteriy foriom as a poor field-fortress of nature, 
imprisoned on all sides by the walled camp of the enemy, 
and degraded by a hostile banner of pole and board, with 
the conqueror's device inscribed on it — "this ground 
TO BE LET ON BUILDING LEASES?*' What is the historical 
spectacle of Marius sitting among the ruins of Carthage, 
but a trumpery theatrical set -scene, compared to the 
sublimely mournful modem sight of the last tree left 
standing, on the last few feet of grass left growing, 
amid the greenly-festering stucco of a finished Paradise 
Bow, or the naked scaffolding poles of a half- completed 
Prospect Place? Oh, gritty- natured Guerilla regiments 
of the hod, the trowel, and the brick-kiln! the town- 
pilgrim of nature, when he wanders out at fall of day 
into the domains which you have spared yet for a little 
while, hears strange things said of you in secret, as he 
duteously interprets the old, primeval language of the 
leaves; as he listens to the imperilled trees, still whis- 
pering moumfiiUy around him the last dying notes of 
their ancient even-song! 

But alas! what avails the voice of lamentation? What 
new neighbourhood ever stopped on its way into the 
country, to hearken to the passive remonstrance of the 
fields, or to bow before the indignation of outraged ad- 
mirers of the picturesque? Never was suburb more im- 
pervious to any faint influences of this sort, than that 
especial suburb which grew up between Baregrove Square 
and the country; removing a walk among the hedge-rows 
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a mile off from the resident families, with a ruthless 
rapidity at which sufferers on all sides stared aghast. 
First stories were built, and mortgaged by the enter- 
prising proprietors, to get money enough to go on with 
the second; old speculators failed and were succeeded by 
new; foundations sank from bad digging; walls were 
blown down in high winds from hasty building; bricks 
were called for in such quantities, and seized on in such 
hot haste, half-baked from the kibis, that they set the 
carts on fire, and had to be cooled in pails of water be- 
fore they could be erected into walls; and still the new 
suburb defied all accidents, and would go on, and did 
go on, in spite of everything, until it was actually an 
accomplished fact-r- a little town of houses, ready to be 
let and lived in, more or less, from the one end to the 
other. 

The new neighbourhood offered house-accommodation, 
accepted at the higher prices as yet only to a small ex- 
tent, to three distinct subdivisions of the great middle 
class of our British population. Eents and premises were 
adapted, in a steeply descending scale, to the means of 
the middle classes with large incomes, of the middle 
classes with moderate incomes, and of the middle classes 
with small incomes. The abodes for the large incomes 
were called "mansions;" and were in a manner fortified 
strongly against the rest of the suburb by being all built 
in one wide row, shut in at either end by ornamental 
gates, and called a "park." Stucco, plastered over a 
framework wrought in the domestic -classical style of 
architecture, pervaded these buildings; flights of steps 
and Corinthian porticoes, carriage -gates, and carriage- 
drives up to the door, conservatories on one side, and 
coach-houses on the other, publicly asserted their right 



Digitized by 



Google 



26 HIDE AND SEEK. 

to be called ''mansions'* in the strictest and most opulent 
sense of the word. The unspeakable desolation of aspect 
common to the whole suburb, was in a high state of 
finish and perfection in this part of it. Irreverent street 
noises fainted dead away on the threshold of the orna- 
mental gates, at the sight of the hermit lodge -keeper. 
The cry of the costermonger, and the screech of the 
vagabond London boy were banished out of hearing. 
Even the. regular tradesman's time-honoured business 
noises at customers* doors, seemed as if they ought to 
have been relinquished here. The fiantic falsetto of the 
milkman, the crash of the wildly careering butcher's cart 
over the never-to-be pulverised stones of the new road 
through the "park," always sounded profanely to the 
passing stranger, in the spick-and-span stillness of this 
Paradise of the large incomes. 

It was a curious result of the particular arrangement 
adopted in planting the new colony, that it connected 
the large incomes and the small by a certain bond of 
union, which had assuredly never entered the imagina- 
tions of the builders. As the rich neighbourhood was 
shut in from the general suburb, so the poor neighbour- 
hood was shut out from it; the one serving in its way, 
as completely as the other, to keep the numerous habi- 
tations for the moderate incomes exclusively in their 
proper places; jammed in, locally as well as socially, 
between the lofty and the lowly extremes of life around 
them. 

The hapless small incomes had the very worst end 
of the whole locality entirely to themselves, and absorbed 
all the noises £uid nuisances, just as the lai^e incomes 
absorbed all the tranquillities and luxuries of suburban 
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existence. Here were the dreary limits at which archi- 
tectural invention stopped in despair. Each house in 
this poor man^s purgatory was indeed, and in awful 
literalness, a hrick box with a slate top to it. Every 
hole drilled in these boxes, whether door-hole or window- 
hole, was always overflowing with children. They often 
mustered by forties and fifties in one street, and were 
the great pervading feature of the quarter. In the world 
of the large incomes, young life sprang up like a garden 
fountain, artificially playing only at stated periods in the 
sunshine. In the world of the small incomes, young life 
flowed out turbulently into the street, like an exhaustless 
kennel-deluge, in all weathers. I^ext to the children of 
the inhabitants, in visible numerical importance, came the 
shirts and petticoats, and miscellaneous linen of the in- 
habitants; fluttering out to dry publicly on certain days 
of the week, and enlivening the treeless little gardens 
where they hung, with lightsome avenues of pinafores, 
and solemn-spreading foliage of stout "Welsh flannel. 
Here, that absorbing passion for oranges (especially active 
when the fruit is half ripe, and the weather is bitter 
cold), which distinguishes the city English girl of the 
lower orders, flourished in its finest development; and 
here also the poisonous fumes of the holyday shop-boy's 
bad cigar told all resident nostrils when it was Sunday, 
as plainly as the church bells could tell it to all resident 
ears. The one permanent and remarkable rarity in this 
neighbourhood, on week days, was to discover a male 
inhabitant in any part of it, between the hours of nine 
in the morning, and six in the evening; the one sorrow- 
ful sight which never varied, was to see that every 
woman, even to the youngest, looked more or less un- 
happy, often oare-Btricken, while youth was still in the 
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first bud; oftener child-stricken before maturity was yet 
in the full bloom. 

As for the great central portion of the suburb, run- 
ning out irregularly between the poor boundary on the 
one side, and the rich boundary on the other, until it 
actually reached the fields — as for the locality of the 
moderate incomes, it reflected exactly the lives of those 
who inhabited it, by presenting no distinctive character 
of its own at all. 

In one part, the better order of houses imitated as 
pompously/ as they could the architectural grandeur of 
the mansions owned by the large incomes; in another, 
the worst order of houses respectably, but narrowly, 
escaped a general resemblance to the brick boxes of the 
small incomes. So, again, what the neighbourhood gained 
in dismal repose at one end, from such overflowings of 
superfluous "park" stillness as exuded through the orna- 
mental gates, it lost at the other, from exposure to such 
volatile particles of noise and nuisance as floated free of 
the densely-vulgar atmosphere generated in the poor 
quarter. In some places, the "park" influences vindicated 
their existence superbly in the persons of isolated ladies 
who, not having a carriage to go out in for an airing, 
exhibited the next best thing, a footman to walk behind 
them: and so got a pedestrian airing genteelly in that 
way. In other places, the obtrusive spirit of the brick 
boxes rode about, thinly disguised, in children's carriages, 
drawn by nursery-maids; or fluttered aloft, delicately dis- 
cernible at angles of view, in the shape of a lace pocket- 
handkerchief, or a fineworked chemisette, or other article 
of ornamental linen, drying modestly at home in retired 
comers of back gardens. Generally, however, the hostile 
influences of the large incomed and the small, mingled 
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together on the neutral ground of the moderate incomes; 
turning it into the dullest, the dreariest, the most op- 
pressively conventional, and most intensely (because 
negatively) depressing division of the whole suburb. It 
•was just that sort of place where the thoughtful man, 
looking about him mournfully at the locality, and physio- 
logically observing the inhabitants, would be prone to 
stop suddenly, and ask himself one plain, but terrible, 
question: "Do these people ever manage to get any 
real enjoyment out of their lives, from one year's end to 
another?" 

To the looker-on at the system of life prevailing 
among the moderate incomes in England, the sort of 
existence which, with certain pleasant exceptions, that 
system embodies, seems in some aspects to be without a 
parallel in any other part of the civilised world. In 
what other country but ours is social enjoyment among 
the middle classes with small means, deliberately denuded 
of all genuine substance of its own, for the sake of 
making it the faint reflection of social enjoyment among 
the higher classes with large means? Is tiiis done any- 
where else but in England? And is it not obviously 
true — melancholy truth! — that, while the upper 
classes and the lower classes of our society have each 
their own characteristic and genuine recreations for 
leisure hours, adapted equally to their means and to 
their tastes, the middle classes, in general, have (to ex- 
pdse the sad reality) nothing of the sort? 

life in the new suburb afforded proofs in plenty of 
this; as life does, indeed, everywhere else in England 
for the most part. To take an example from those eating 
and drinking recreations which absorb so large a portion 
of existence: — K the rich proprietors of the "mansions" 
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in the "park," could give their grand dinners and be as 
prodigal as they pleased with their first-rate champagne, 
and their rare gafitronomic delicacies; the poor tenants of 
the brick boxes could just as easily enjoy their tea- 
garden conversazione, and be just as happily and 
hospitably prodigal, in turn, with their porter-pot, their 
tea-pot, tiieir plates of bread-and-butter, and their dishes 
of shrimps. On either side, these representatives of two 
pecuniary extremes in society, looked for what recrea- 
tions they wanted with their own eyes, pursued those 
recreations within their own limits, and enjoyed them- 
selves unreservedly in consequence. Not so with the 
moderate incomes: they, in their social moments, shrank 
absurdly far from the poor people's porter and shrimps; 
crawled contemptibly near to the rich people's rare 
wines and luxurious dishes; exposed their poverty in 
imitation by chemical champagne from second-rate wine 
merchants, by flabby salads and fetid oyster-patties from 
second-rate pastry-cooks; were, in no one of their festive 
arrangements, true to their incomes, to their order, or to 
themselves; and, therefore, never thoroughly enjoyed any 
hospitalities of their own aflfording — never really had 
Qnj^^ pleasure" whatever their notes of invitation might 
say to the contrary, in receiving their friends. 

Now, on the outskirts of that part of the new suburb 
appropriated to the middle classes with moderate in- 
comes, there lived a gentleman (by name Mr. Valentine 
Blyth, and by profession a painter), whose life ofiered, 
in more respects than one, a very strange and striking 
contrast to the lives of most of his neighbours — rotten 
with social false pretences, as they generally were, to the 
very core. On first taking up his abode in the new 
neighbourhood, Mr. Blyth quite unconsciously directed on 
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himself all the surplus attention which older settlers in 
ihe colony had to spare for local novelties, by building a 
lai^e and quaintly-designed painting-room at the side of 
his house, and so destroying the general uniformity of 
appearance in the very uniform row of buildings amid 
which he had chosen his dwelling-place. From that 
moment, people began, as the phrase went, to t^k about 
him. Some of the • idler inhabitants made inquiries 
among the tradespeople, and curiously watched the 
painter and his household at available opportunities, both 
at home and abroad. The general opinion which soon 
proceeded from these inquirings and watchings was, that 
Mr. Blyth must be a very eccentric person; that he did 
all sorts of things which it was "not usual to do;" and 
that he presumed to enjoy himself in his own way, 
without the slightest reference to the manners and 
customs of the rich aristocracy planted in the neigh- 
bouring seclusion of the "park" gates. 

Having arrived at these conclusions, and having 
thereupon unanimously decided that Mr. Blyth was any- 
thing rather than a gentlemanly person, the neighbours 
would probably have thought little more about the new- 
comer, but for one peculiar circumstance connected with 
him, which really made a deeper impression on all in- 
quisitive minds than every one of his eccentricities put 
together. 

It was more than suspected that some impenetrable 
mystery lurked hidden in the privacy of the painter's 
fireside. 

That Mr. Blyth was a married man, had been pretty 
clearly fiiscertained. That his wife was identical with a 
certain invalid lady, who had be^n carried into the new 
house wrapped up in many shawls, and had never after- 



Digitized by 



Google 



32 HIDE Ain) SEEK. 

wards appeared either at door or window, was a pre- 
sumption very firmly established. So far, though there 
might be no absolute certainty, there was also no posi- 
tive doubt that could fairly connect itself with the pain- 
ter's household. 

But the invalid was not the only female member of 
Mr. Blyth's domestic circle. There was also a young 
lady, who lived in his house, and tvho constantly accom- 
panied him in his daily walks. She was reported to be 
a most ravishingly beautiful creature — and yet, no one 
could ever be met with who had seen her face plainly; 
for the simple reason that she invariably and provo- 
kingly wore her veil down whenever she went abroad. 
It grew to be generally asserted and believed that Mr. 
Blyth had never told anybody who she really was; and 
Calumnious Gossip, starting with this rumour, soon got 
wonderfully and mischievously busy with her character, 
especially among servants and tradespeople. It was sur- 
mised in some directions, that she was the artist's natural 
child — in others, that she stood towards him in the 
relation of a resident female model, or perhaps of some- 
thing more scandalously improper still. And it was 
further whispered about everywhere, that let her be who 
she might, she was most indubitably the victim of a 
very terrible misfortune. People shook their heads, and 
sighed, and murmured, "Poor thing!" or assumed airs of 
inquisitive commiseration, and said, "Sad case, isn't it?" 
whenever they spoke of her in the general society of the 
suburb. 

Did this yoimg lady deserve to excite other emotions 
besides contempt or pity? Did the painter really merit 
such unqualified condemnation as he received for not 
virtuously coming forward to suppress all scandalous re- 
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ports about her, by giving a full, true, and particular 
account of who she really was? These were questions 
which the inhabitants of the suburb were all unable to 
answer definitely, and for one good reason: — they had 
never so much as approached the gates of discovery, not 
one of them having crossed the mysterious threshold of 
Mr. Valentine Blyth's new painting-room. 
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CHAPTER n. 

The Stadio. 

It is wintry weather; not such a November winter's 
day, however, as some of ns may remember looking at 
fourteen years ago, in Baregrove Square, but a brisk 
frosty morning in January. The country view visible 
from the backwindows of Mr. Blyth*s house, which 
stands oh. the extreme limit of the new suburb, is thinly 
and brightly dressed out for the sun's morning levee, in 
its finest raiment of pure snow. The cold blue sky is 
cloudless; every sound out of doors falls on the ear with 
a hearty and jocund ring; all newly-lit fites bum up 
brightly and willingly without coaxing; the robin- 
redbreasts are bolder and tamer than ever ibis morning, 
and hop about expectantly on balconies and window- 
sills, as if they only waited for an invitation to walk in 
and warm themselves, along with their larger fellow 
creatures round the kindly hearth. 

Patty the housemaid has just kindled a glorious blaze, 
using logs of wood and lumps of coal together, in the 
grate of Mr. Blyth's painting-room. She stands warming 
herself before the fire, and staring about her, with re- 
verential ignorance, at the different objects of \ art by 
which she is encompassed on all sides. 

There happens to be another individual of the fair 
sex in the painting room, to keep Patty company, who 
merits some special notice, as rather a remarkable cha- 
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racter. This lady stares like the housemaid, but suffers 
apparently from a severe attack of crick iii the neck, 
and always gazes immovably in the same direction. By 
some extraordinary caprice of nature, her head is turned 
right round on her body, so that her face actually looks 
over her back instead of over her bosom. She is of average 
height, and not too fleshy; and wears, over false curls, a 
fisherman's red cap, surmounted by a cavalier's hat of 
the period of Charles the First, with a broken feather in 
it. One of her arms is stiffly extended in an action of 
impressive gesticulation; the other hangs at her side, 
apparently turned inside out. The flesh on these limbs 
is of a light and tawny brown colour. Her only dress 
is a toga of blue merino, very old, very dirty, and very 
ragged; but tied under one arm and over the other, in 
the most strictly classical fashion. The peculiar position 
of her head renders her happily unconscious that this 
garment has fallen open in front, so as to render her 
lower extremities visible in a very improper manner. 
Looking merely at her plump and shapely legs (which, 
by the bye, are of just the same odd colour as her arms), 
any spectator experienced in such matters would infer, 
from their position alone, that the lady was extremely 
drunk, and ought never to have been admitted into the 
house of any respectable man. When to all this is 
added the fact, vouched for by competent witnesses, that 
the extraordinary female here described has stood in her 
present sta^ering and immodest attitude for the last 
ten days^ without moving an inch one way or the other; 
to say nothing of her having seriously startled every 
visitor unaccustomed to such apparitions who has en- 
tered the painting-room, ever since her first establish- 
ment there; all unprejudiced judges must agree Hiat the 

8* 
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household of Mr. Blyth (so far as regarded this inmate 
at least), was fairly open to the animadversions of every 
respectable inhabitant throughout the whole suburb. 

The immovably improper lady — let all English 
women be comforted as they read it — was a foreigner. 
She was of French origin; had a silk skin, a stuflfed 
interior, and wooden joints, was distantly related to the 
ignoble family of the Mannikins, and bore the barbarous 
name of Lay Figure. Her business was to sit to Mr. 
Blyth, wearing any dresses he wanted to paint from. 
She was disliked instinctively both by cook and house- 
maid, and will always be found to exhibit herself in the 
light of a permanently bad character through the course 
of the present narrative. 

"Drat the thing!" says Patty, spitefully pulling the 
lady's toga into its proper place on leaving the painting 
room, "Drat the thing! ifs always showing its nasty silk 
legs, whatever you put on *em. If master must have 
you, you great beastly doll, why don't he give you a 
petticoat? But nothing's what it ought to be here; I 
never see such an untidy place in all my life!" 

Patty was right. Pictorial chaos reigned supreme in 
the new studio. 

It was a large and lofty room, lighted by a skylight, 
and running along the side of the house throughout its 
whole depth. The walls were covered with plain brown 
paper, the floor was only carpetted in the middle; the 
furniture might have been fairly valued by any broker 
who looked over it, at the worth of twenty pounds. In 
each of the four comers broad wooden shelves were 
fixed, on which all sorts of objects great and small were 
crowded in compact masses, without the slightest attempt 
at order or arrangement Plaster casts mustered strong 
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in all varieties on these shelves; and were set together 
anyhow, with the most whimsical disregard of the per- 
sons, positions, and periods which they represented. 

Thus, in one comer. Doctor Johnson appeared to he 
gazing down, stedfastly lihertine, upon the hosom of the 
Yenus de* Medici; who, in her turn, looked holdly across 
the lexicographer's nose at Napoleon Buonaparte. In 
another comer, the / Fighting Gladiator straddled over 
Eve at the Fountain to assault the good-humoured 
features of Sir "Walter Scott. Dusty little phials of oil 
and -famish, gallipots, bundles of old brushes, bits of 
painting-rag, lumps of whiting, dry knobs of sponge, tat- 
tered books, tangled balls of string, hard putty, an old 
hour-glass, broken hyacinth bottles, filled up, with dozens 
of similar items, the interstices between the casts, and 
connected the removal of any one thing that was wanted 
from the shelves, with the invariable catastrophe of 
knocking down eight or ten other things that were not. 

Frameless pictures in every stage of incompleteness, 
sketches- of all sizes, and prints ancient and modem, 
decorated the walls in just as hap-hazard a way as the 
oasis decorated the shelves. The pictures hung awry, 
for the most part by single strings depending from nails 
dotted about at various elevations. The sketches and 
prints were knocked up anyhow with tacks, in any 
places where there was room for them. 

The larger works of art comprised, of course, re- 
presentations of an Italian peasant woman decorated for 
a Festa; of a brown-complexioned patriarch with a large 
white beard; of a rocky landscape with steam and cas- 
cade; of a picturesque beggar-boy, grinning and holding 
out his hand (not finished) for a halfpenny; of a female 
head looking up, and of a dog's head looking down. 
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Also, there were two small copies from Rubens, and one 
large copy from Titian: there was a print from Raphael, 
a print from Hogarth, a print from Teniers, among the 
dozens of engravings stuck against the walls. Over the 
fire-place hung a rusty breastplate, a dagger, and a piece 
of medieval plate; and all round the skirting-board, at 
irregular intervals, were placed piles of dirty old can- 
vases, three or four deep^ with their faces turned to the 
wall. 

Immediately over the chimney-piece, the blank space 
was covered closely and crookedly with writing in white, 
black, and red chalk. Addresses of new models, and 
appointments with old models, short quotations from the 
poets, memoranda of evening engagements and of do- 
mestic necessities, painting recipes, and hasty personal 
sentiments on art, were the subjects principally treated 
of on the curious substitute for a pocket diary used by 
Mr. Elyth. Perused at hazard in a horizontal direction, 
no matter whether high or lo\y^, any one line of the 
half-illegible writing above the chimney-piece would be 
found to read something in this way: — 

"Daniel Sulsh, athletic model with beard, 5, Cran- 
berry Court, High Holborn." — "Amelia Bibby, to sit 
for the Genius of Discovery in my 'Columbus,' at 10, , 
"Wednesday." — "How happy is the blameless vestal's 
lot! Pope." — "Melpomene Society's Conversazione, 8 
o'clock, Friday." — "Order ginger beer, and get hair 
cut." — "Try copal thinned with turpentine; paint next 
sky with linseed oil, and don't forget that verdigris is a 
bad colour to stand." — "I consider Michael Angelo the 
most glorious creature that ever lived. — Y. Blyth." 

The most striking articles of furniture in the studio 
were two large easels placed at either extremity of the 
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room; each supporting a picture of considerable size, 
covered over for the present with a pair of sheets which 
looked wofully in want of washing. There was a painting- 
stand with quantities of shallow little drawers, sotne too 
full to open, others again too full to shut; there was a 
movable platform to put sitters on, covered with red 
cloth much ^disguised in dust; there was a small square 
table of new deal, and a large round table of dilapidated 
rosewood, both laden with sketch-books, portfolios, d(^8 
eared sheets of drawing paper, tin pots, scattered brushes, 
palette-knives, rags variously defiled by paint and oil, 
pencils, chalks, port-crayons — the whole smelling power- 
fully at all points of turpentine. 

Knally, there were chairs in plenty, no one of which, 
however, at all resembled the other. In one comer, 
stood a mouldy antique chair with a high back, and a 
basin of dirty water on the seat. By the side of the 
fire-place a cheap straw chair of the beehive pattern was 
tilted over against a dining-room chair, with a horse- 
hair cushion. Before the largest of the two pictures, 
and hard by a portable flight of steps, stood a rickety 
office-stool. On the platform for sitters a modem easy 
chair, with the cover in tatters, invited all models to 
picturesque repose. Close to the rosewood table was 
placed a rocking-chair, and between the legs of the deal 
table were huddled together a camp-stool and a hassock. 
In short, every remarkable variety of the illustrious 
family of Seats was represented in one comer or another 
of Mr. Blyth's painting-room. 

All the surplus small articles which shelves, tables, 
and chairs were unable to accommodate, reposed in com- 
fortable confusion on the floor. One half at least of a 
pack of cards seemed to be scattered about in this way. 
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A shirtrCoUar, three gloves, a boot, a shoe, aad half a 
slipper; a silk stocking, and a pair of worsted muffetees; 
three old play biUs rolled into a ball; a pencil-case, a 
paper knife, a tooth powder-box without a lid, and a 
superannuated black beetle trap turned bottom upwards, 
assisted in forming part of the heterogeneous collection 
of rubbish strewed about the studio floor. And worse 
than all — as tending to show that the painter ab- 
solutely enjoyed his own disorderly habits — Mr. Blyth 
had jocosely desecrated his art, by making it imitate 
litter where, in all conscience, tiiere was real litter 
enough already. Just in the way of any body entering 
the room^ he had painted, on the bare floor, exact re- 
presentanons of a new quill pen and a very expensive 
looking sable brush, lying all ready to be trodden upon 
by entering feet. Fresh visitors constautly attested the 
skilfulness of these imitations by involuntarily stooping 
to pick up the illusive pen and brush; Mr. Blyth always 
enjoying the discomfiture and astonishment of every new 
victim, as thoroughly as if the practical joke had been a 
perfectly new one on each successive occasion. 

Such was the interior condition of the painting-room, 
after the owner had inhabited it for a period of little 
more than twc> months! 

The church-clock of the suburb has just struck ten, 
when quick light steps approach the studio door. A gen- 
tleman enters — trips gaily over the imitative pen and 
brush — and, walking up to the fire, begins to warm 
his back at it, looking about him rather absently, and 
whistling "Drops of Brandy" in the minor key. This 
gentleman is Mr. Valentine BlytL 

He looks under forty, but is really a little over fifty. 
His face is round and rosy, aad not marked by a single 
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wrinkle in any part of it. He has large sparkling black 
eyes; wears neither whiskers, beard, nor moustache; keeps 
his thick curly black hair rather too closely cut; and has 
a briskly comical kindness of expression in his face, 
which it is not easy to contemplate for the first time 
without smiling at him. He is tall and stout, always 
wears very tight trowsers, and generally keeps his wrist- 
bands turned up over the cuffs of his coat. All his 
movements are quick and fidgetty. He appears to walk 
principally on his toes; and seems always on the point 
of beginning to dance, or jump, or run whenever he 
moves about, either in or out of doors. When he speaks 
he has an odd habit of ducking his head suddenly, and 
looking at the person whom he addresses over his shoulder. 
These, and other little personal peculiarities of a like 
nature, all contribute to make him exactly that sort of 
man whom everybody shakes hands with, and nobody 
bows to, on a first introduction. 

Men instinctively choose him to be the recipient of 
a joke, girls to be the male confidant of all flirtations 
which they like to talk about, children to be their peti- 
tioner for the pardon of a fault, or the reward of a half- 
holiday. On the other hand, he is decidedly unpopular 
among that large class of Englishmen, whose only topics 
of conversation are public nuisances and political abuses; 
for he resolutely looks at everything on the bright side, 
and cannot even be made to understand the difference 
between a Liberal Conservative and a Moderate "Whig! 
Men of business habits think him a fool: intellectual 
women with independent views cite him triumphantly 
as a capital specimen of the inferior male sex. And, in 
truth, apart from his art (ia which he cannot fairly be 
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said to excel) he certainly would appear to have no 
particular mission in life — except to figure in poor 
painters' subscription lists; to be blessed inveterately by 
street beggars; and to be followed home at night by 
every stray dog who may happen to meet with him. n 
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CHAPTEE m. 

Hr. Valentine BlyUi. 

Me. Blyth's history, though oflfering nothing very 
extraordinary as a whole, is, nevertheless, in some of ite 
aspects, rather a remarkable one. 

In the first place, neither his father, nor his mother, 
nor any relation of theirs, on either side, had ever prac- 
tised the Art of Painting, or had ever derived any spe- 
cial pleasure from the contemplation of pictures. They 
were all respectable commercial people of the steady 
fund-holding old school, who lived exclusively within 
their own circle; and had never so much £w spoken to a 
live artist or author in the whole course of their lives. 
The City-world in which Valentine's boyhood was passed, 
was as destitute of art influences of any kind as if it 
had been situated on the coast of Greenland; and yet, 
to the astonishment of everybody, the lad was always 
drawing and painting in his own rude way, at every 
leisure hour — was always longing to get into the 
Academy Schools — and was always firm in his de- 
termination to be a painter, whenever his future pro- 
spects were talked over round the family fireside. 

Old Mr. Blyth was, as might be expected, seriously 
disappointed and amazed at the strange direction taken 
by his son's inclinations. No one (including Valentine 
himself) could ever trace them back to any recognisable 
source; but every-one could observe plaioly enough that 
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they grew resolutely with the boy's growth, and that 
there was no hope of successfully opposing them by fair 
meai^ of any kind. Seeing this, the old gentleman, 
like a wise man, at last made a virtue of necessity; 
and, giving way to his son, entered him, under strong 
commercial protest, as a student in tte Schools of the 
Eoyal Academy. 

Here Valentine remained, working industriously, 
until his twenty-first birthday. On that occasion, old 
Mr. Blyth had a little serious talk with him about his 
prospects in life. In the course of this conversation, the 
young man was informed that a rich merchant uncle 
was ready to take him into partnership; and that his 
father was equally ready to start him in business with 
his whole share, as one of three children, in the com- 
fortable inheritance acquired for the family by the head 
of the well-known City house of Blyth and Company. If 
Valentine consented to this arrangement, his fortune was 
secured, and he might ride in his carriage before he was 
thirty. If, on the other hand, he still persisted in be- 
coming a painter, his father, being convinced that the 
pursuit of Art offered the most uncertain of all resources, 
would exceedingly lament the choice ho had made; but 
would not on that account absolutely oppose it; and 
would never, whatever happened, refer to it dispara- 
gingly on any future occasion. 

Having said thus much, the generous old gentleman 
added, that if his son really chose to fling away a 
fortune, he should not be pinched for means to carry on 
his studies. The interest of the inheritance to come to 
him on his father's death should be paid quarterly to 
him during his father's lifetime: the annual independ- 
ence thus secured to the young painter, under any 
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circumstances, being calculated as amounting to a little 
over four hundred pounds a year. 

Yalentine was not deficient in gratitude. He thanked 
his father with tears in his eyes; took a day to consider 
what he should do, though his mind was quite made up 
about his choice beforehand; and then, as the reader has 
anticipated, persisted in his first determination; throwing 
away the present certainty of becoming a wealthy man, 
for the sake of the future chance of turning out a great 
painter. 

If he had really possessed genius, tiiere would have 
been nothing very remarkable in this part of his history, 
so far; but, having nothing of the kind, holding not the 
smallest spark of the great creative fire in his whole 
mental composition, surely there was something extra- 
ordinary and unaccountable, something very discouraging 
to contemplate, in the spectacle of a man resolutely de- 
termining, in spite of adverse home circumstances and 
strong home temptations, to abandon all those paths in 
life, along which he might have walked fairly abreast 
with his fellows, for the one other path in which he 
was predestined by Nature to be always left behind by 
the way. Do the announcing angels, whose mission it 
is to whisper of gteatness to great spirits, ever catch the 
infection of fSallibility from their intercourse with mor- 
tals? Do the voices which said truly to Shakspeare, to 
Eaphael, and to Mozart, in their youth-time, — You are 
chosen to be gods in this world, ever speak wrongly to 
souls which they are not ordained to approach? It may 
be so. There are men enough in all countries whose 
lives would seem to prove it — whose deaths have not 
contradicted it 

But even to victims such as these , sacrificed as they 
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are to a delusion which seems, on first sight, to be the 
most fatal offspring of all mortal fallibilities, there are 
pleasant resting-places on the thorny way, and flashes of 
sunlight now and then, to make the cloudy prospect 
beautiful, though only for a little while. It is not all 
misfortune and disappointment to the man who is 
mentally unworthy of a great intellectual vocation, so 
long as he is morally worthy of it; so long as he can 
pursue it honestly, patiently, and affectionately, for its 
own dear sake. Let him work, though ever so ob- 
scurely, in this spirit towards his labour; and he shaU 
find tiie labour iteelf its own exceeding great reward. 
In that reward lives the divine consolation, ever gentle 
and ever true, which, though Fame turn her back on 
him contemptuously, and Affluence pass over unpitying 
to the other side of the way, shall still pour oil upon aU 
wounds, and take him quietly and tenderly to the hard 
journey's end. To this one exhaustless solace, which 
the work, no matter of what degree, can yield always 
to earnest workers, the man who has succeeded, and the 
man who has failed, can turn alike, as to a common 
mother; the one, for refuge from envy, from hatred, 
from misrepresentation, from all the sorest evils which 
even the thriving child of Fame is heir to; the other, 
from neglect, from disappointment, from ridicule, from 
all the petty tyrannies which the pining bondman of 
Obscurity is fated to undei^o. 

Thus it was with Valentine. He had sacrificed a 
fortune to his Art; and his Art — in the world's eye at 
least — had given to him nothing in return. Yet, for 
all that, he could not have loved it more dearly, worked 
at it more hopefully, believed in it more proudly and 
faithfrilly, if the Eoyal Academy had chosen him for 
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President, and the Queen had tapped him on the 
shoulder with a sword and said, "Eise Sir Valentine 
Blyth." 

He was certainly placed far out of the reach of 
poverty by his four hundred pounds a year; and was 
consequently spared all those last, bitterest miseries, 
which might sooner or later have overwhelmed any 
other man, less fortunately circumstanced, who occupied 
his humble position in the Art But this very good 
fortune of Mr. Blyth*s was counterpoised by an accom- 
panying disadvantage which hung long and oppressively 
on the opposite side of the scale. Friends and relatives 
who had not scrupled, on being made acquainted with 
his choice of a vocation, to call it in question, and there- 
by to commit that worst and most universal of all 
human impertinences, which consists in telling a man to 
bis face, by the plainest possible inference, that others 
are better able than he is himself to judge what calling 
in life is fittest and worthiest ibr him; Mends and re- 
latives who thus upbraided Yalentine for his refusal to 
accept the partnership in his uncle's house, affected, on 
discovering that he made no public progress whatever in 
Art, to believe that he was simply an idle fellow, who 
knew that his father^s liberality placed him beyond the 
necessity of working for his bread; and who had taken 
up the pursuit of painting as a mere amateur amuse- 
ment to occupy his leisure hours. To a man who 
laboured like poor Blyth, with the steadiest industry and 
the highest aspirations, such whispered calumnies as 
these were of all mortifications the most cruel, of all 
earthly insults the hardest to bear. 

Still he worked on patiently, never losing faith or 
hope; because he never lost the love of his Art, or the 
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enjoyment of pursuing it, irrespective of results however 
disheartening. Like most other men of his slight intel- 
lectual calibre, the works he produced were various, if 
nothing else. He tried the florid style, and the severe 
style; he was by turns devotional, allegorical, ^Jistorical, 
sentimental, humourous. At one time, he abandoned 
figure-painting altogether, and took to landscape; now 
producing conventional studies from Nature, — and now, 
again, revelling in poetical compositions, which might 
have hung undetected in many a collection as doubtful 
specimens of Berghem, or Claude. 

But whatever department of the Art Yalentine tried 
to excel in, the same unhappy destiny seemed always in 
reserve for each completed effort. For years and years, 
his pictures pleaded hard for admission at the Academy 
doors; and were invariably (and not unfairly, it must be 
confessed) refused even the worst places on the walls of 
the Exhibition rooms. Season after season he still 
bravely struggled on, never depressed, never hopeless 
while he was before his easel, until at last the day of 
reward — how long and painfolly wrought for! — 
actually arrived. A small picture of a very insignificant 
subject — being only a kitchen "interior," with a sleek 
cat on a dresser, stealing milk from the tea-tray during 
the servant's absence — was benevolently marked 
"doubtful" by the Hanging Committee; was thereupon 
kept in reserve, in case it might happen to fit any for- 
gotten place near the floor — did fit such a place — 
and was really hung up, as Mr. Blyth's little unit of a 
contribution to the one thousand and odd works ex- 
hibited to the public, that year, by the Eoyal Aca- 
demy. 

But Yalentine'd triumph did not end here. His pic- 
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ture of the treacherous cat stealing the housdK>ld milk 
— entitled, by way of appealing jocosely to the strong 
Protestant interest, "The Jesuit in the Pamily," — waa 
really sold to an Art-Union prize-holder. This en- 
lightened patron of the Fine Arts was a publican. He 
had drawn ten pounds out of the great lottery; and 
being economically determined to have the largest work 
he could buy for his money, went about with a carpen- 
ter's rule in his hand, measurii^ all the ten pound 
pictures for sale. "The Jesuit in the Family" was a 
prodigious bargain in this point of view, so the Art- 
Union Mecsenas patronised and purchased it accordingly. 

Once furnished with a ten-pound note won by his 
own brush, Valentine, from that time forth, gaily set aU 
disparaging opinions and all impudently-advising friends 
at defiance. He indulged in the most extravagant anti- 
cipations of future celebrity and future wealth; and 
proved, recklessly enough, tiiat he believed as firmly as 
any other visionary in the wildest dreams of his own 
imagination, by marrying, and setting up quite a grand 
establishment, on the strength of the brilliant success 
which had been achieved by "The Jesuit in the Fa- 
mily.'^ 

He had been for some time past engaged to the 
lady, who had now become Mrs. Valentine Blyth. She 
was the youngest of eight sisters, who formed part of 
the family of a poor engraver, and who, in the absence 
of any mere money qualifications, were all rich alike in 
the ownership of most magnificent Christian names. 
Iklrs. Blyth was called Lavinia-Ada; and hers was by 
far the humblest name to be found among the whole 
sisterhood. Valentine's relations all objected strongly to 
this match, not only on account of the bride's poverty, 
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but for another and a very serious reason, which events 
soon proved to be but too well founded. 

Lavinia had suffered long and severely, as a child, 
firom a bad spinal malady. Constant attention, and such 
medical assistance as her father could aflPord to employ 
had, it was said, successfully combated the disorder; and 
the girl grew up, prettier than any of her sisters, and 
apparently almost as strong as the healthiest of them. 
Old Mr. Blyth, however, on hearing that his son was 
now just as determined to become a married man, as he 
had formerly been to become a painter, thought it ad- 
visable to make certain inquiries about the young lady's 
constitution; and addressed them, with characteristic 
caution, to the family doctor, at a private interview. 

The result of this conference was far from being 
satisfactory. The doctor was suspiciously carefiil not to 
commit himself: he said that he hoped the spiiie was 
no longer in danger of being affected; but that he could 
not conscientiously express himself as feeling quite sure 
about it. Having repeated these discouraging words to 
his son, old Mr. Blyth delicately and considerately, but 
very plainly, asked Valentine, whether, after what he 
had heard, he still honestly thought that he would be 
consulting his own happiness, or the lady's happiness 
either, by marrying her at all? or, at least, by marrying 
her at a time when the doctor could not venture to say, 
that the poor girl might not be even yet in danger of 
becoming an invalid for life? 

Valentine, as usual, persisted at first in looking ex- 
clusively at the bright side of the question; and made 
light of the doctor's authority accordingly. But being 
pressed by his father to view the matter in its worst, as 
well as in its best aspects, he answered resolutely that, 
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whaterer happened, he was determined to perform his 
promise to Lavinia, at the time which they had abeady 
appointed for their marriage. 

"Lawie and I love each other dearly ,** said Valen- 
tine with a little trembling in his voice, but with per- 
fect firmness of manner. "I hope in God that what you 
seem to fear will never happen; but even if it should, 
I shall never repent having married her, for I know 
that I am just as ready to be her nurse as to be her 
husband. I am willing to take her in sickness and in 
health, as the Prayer-Book says. In my home she would 
have such constant attention paid to her wants and com- 
forts, as she could not have at her father's, with his 
large family and his poverty, poor fellow! And this is 
reason enough, I think, for my marrying her, even if the 
worst should take place. But I always have hoped for 
the best, as you know, father: and I mean to go on 
hoping for poor Lawie, just the same as ever!" 

What could old Mr. Blyth, what could any man of 
heart and honour, oppose to such an answer as this? 
Nothing. The marriage took place; and Valentine's fa- 
ther tried hard, and not altogether vainly, to feel as 
sanguine about future results as Valentine himself. 

For several months -r- how short the time seemed, 
when they looked back on it in after years! — the hap- 
piness of the painter and his wife more than fulfilled 
the brightest hopes which they had formed as lovers. 
As for the doctor's cautious words, they were hardly re- 
membered now; or, if recalled, were recalled only to be 
laughed over. But the time of tears, and bitter grief, 
which had been appointed, though they knew it not, 
came inexorably, even while* they were still lightly 
jesting at all medical authority round the painter's fire- 
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side. Lavinia caught a bad oold. The cold tinned to 
rheumatism > to fever, then to general debility, then to 
nervous attacks — each one of these disorders, being 
really but so many false appearances, under which the 
horrible spinal malady was treacherously and slowly ad- 
vancing in disguise. 

When the first positive symptoms appeared, old Mr. 
Blyth acted with all his accustomed generosity towards 
his son. "My purse is yours, Valentine," said he; 
"open it when you like; and let Lavinia, while there is 
a chance for her, have the same advice and the same 
remedies as if she was the greatest duchess in the land." 
The old man's affectionate advice was affectionately fol- 
lowed. The most renowned doctors in England prescribed 
for Lavinia; everything that science and incessant atten- 
tion could do, was done; but the terrible disease still 
baffled remedy after remedy, advancing surely and ir- 
resistibly, until at last the doctors themselves lost all 
hope. So far as human science could foretell events, 
Mrs. Blyth, in the opinion of all her medical advisers, 
was doomed for the rest of her life never to rise again 
from the bed on which she lay; except perhaps to be 
sometimes moved to the sofa, or, in the event of some 
favourable reaction, to be wheeled about occasionally in 
an invalid chair. 

What the shock of this intelligence was, both to 
husband and wife, no one ever knew; they nobly kept 
it a secret even from each other. Mrs. Blyth was the 
first to recover courage and calmness. She begged, as 
an especial favour, that Valentine would seek consolation, 
where she knew he must find it sooner or later, by 
going back to his studio, and resuming his old familiar 
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labours, ^hich had been suspei^^ed from the time when 
hei* illness had originally declared itself. 

On the first day when, in obedience to her wishes, 
he sat before his picture again — liie half-finished picture 
^m which he had been separated for so many months 
— on that first day, when the friendly occupation of 
his life seemed suddenly to have grown strange to him; 
when his brush wandered idly among the colours, when 
his tears dropped fast on the palette every time he 
looked down on it, when he tried hard to work as uisual, 
though only for half an hour, only on simple background 
places in the composition; and still the brush made false 
touches, and still the tints would not mingle as they 
should, and still the same words, repeated over and 
over again, would burst from his lips: "Oh, poor Lawie! 
oh, poor, dear, dear Lawie!" — even then, the spirit of 
that beloved art, which he had always followed so 
humbly and so faithfully, was true to its divine mission, 
and comforted and upheld him at the last bitterest 
moment, when he laid down his palette in despair. 

While he was still hiding his face before the very 
picture which he and his wife had once innocently and 
secretiy glorified together, in those happy days of its 
beginning that were never to come again, the sudden 
thought of consolation revived his heart, and showed him 
how he might, adorn all his after-life with the deathless 
beauty of a pure and noble purpose. Thenceforth, his 
Yogae dreams of fame, and of rich men wrangling with 
each other- for the possession of his pictures, took the 
second place in his mind; and, in their stead, sprang up 
the iiew resolution that he would win independently) 
with his own .brush, no matter at what sacrifice of pride 
«&d abibition, the means of surronuding his sick wife 
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with all those luxuries and refinements which his own 
little income did not enable him to obtain, and which he 
shrank with instinctive delicacy from accepting as pre- 
sents bestowed by his father^s generosity. Here was the 
consoling purpose which robbed affliction of half its bitter- 
ness abeady, and bound him and his art together by a 
bond more sacred than any that had united them before. 
In the very hour when this thought came to him, he 
rose withput a pang to turn the great historical compo- 
sition, from which he had once hoped so much, with its 
face to the wall, and set himself to finish an unpretend- 
ing little "Study" of a cottage court-yard, which he was 
certain of selling to a picture-dealing friend. The first 
approach to happiness which he had known for a ).ong, 
long time past, was on the evening of that day, when he 
went up-stairs to sit with Lavinia; and, keeping secret 
his purpose of the morning, made the sick woman smile 
in spite of her sufferings, by asking her how she should 
like to have her room furnished, if she were the lady 
of a great lord, instead of being only the wife of Mr. 
Valentine Blyth. 

Then came the happy day when the secret was re- 
vealed, and afterwards the pleasant years when poor 
3Irs. Blyth's most splendid visions of aristocratic luxury 
were all gradually realised through her husband's exertions 
in his profession. But for his wife's influence, Valentine 
would have been in danger of abandoning High Art and 
Classical Landscape altogether, for cheap portrait-painting, 
cheap copying, and cheap studies of StiU Life. But Mrs. 
Blyth, bedridden as she was, contrived to preserve all 
her old influence over the labours of the Studio; and 
would ask for nothing new, and receive nothing new, in 
her room, except on condition that her husband was to 
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paint at least one picture of High Art every year, for the 
sake (as she proudly said) of "asserting his intellect and 
his reputation in the eyes of the public." Accordingly, 
Mr. Blyth's time was pretty equally divided between the 
production of great unsaleable "compositions," which were 
always himg near the ceiling in the Exhibition, and of 
small marketable commodities, which were as invariably 
hung near the floor. 

Valentine's average earnings from his art, though 
humble enough in amount, amply sufficed to fulfil the 
affectionate purpose for which, to the last farthing, they 
were rigorously set aside. "Lawie's Drawing -Eoom" 
(this was Mr. Blytli's name for his wife's bed-room) really 
looked as bright and beautiful as any royal chamber in 
the universe. The rarest flowers, the prettiest gardens 
under glass, bowls with gold and silver fish in them, a 
small aviary of birds, an ^olian harp to put on the 
window-siU in summer time, some of Yalentine's best 
drawings from the old masters, prettily fceuned proof- 
impressions of engravings done by Mrs. Blyth's father, 
curtains and hangings of the tenderest colour and texture, 
inlaid tables, and delicately -carved book-cases, were 
among the different objects of refinement and beauty 
which, in the course of years, Mr. Blyth's industry had 
enabled him to accumulate for his wife's pleasure. No 
one but himself ever knew what he had sacrificed in 
labouring to gain these things. The heartless people 
whose portraits he had painted, and whose impertinences 
he had patiently submitted to; the stingy bargainers who 
had treated him like a low tradesman; the dastardly men 
of business who had disgraced their order by taking mean 
advantage of his simplicity; how hardly and cruelly such 
insect natures of this world had often dealt with that 
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noble heart! bow despicably ihej had planted their small 
gad-fly stmgs in the great soul which it was never per- 
mitted to them to subdue! 

No! not once to subdue, not once to tarnish! All 
petty humiliations were forgotten in one look at "Lawie's 
Drawing -Eoom;" all stain of insolent words vanished 
from Valentine's memory in the atmosphere of the Studio. 
Never was a more superficial judgment pronounced than 
when his friends said that he had thrown away his whole 
life, because he had chosen a vocation iu which he could 
win no public success. Short-sighted observers! they 
could look at the subject only within this one narrow 
range of vision; they failed altogether to see what his 
choice had won for him, in place of that success which 
they worshipped as if it comprised the Alpha and Omega 
of merit in itself. 

The lad's earliest instincts had indeed led him truly, 
after alL The art to which he had devoted himself was 
the only earthly pursuit that could harmonise as perfectly 
with all the eccentricities as with all the graces of his 
character, that could mingle happily with every joy, 
tenderly with every grief belonging to the quiet, simple, 
and innocent life, which, employ him anyhow, it was in 
his original nature to lead. But for this protecting art, 
under what prim disguises, amid what fo^y social climates 
of class conventionality, would the worlds clerical, legal, 
mercantile, military, naval, or demdy, have extinguished 
this man, if any one of th^n had caught him in its 
snares! Where would then have been his frolicsome 
enthusiasm that nothing could disspirit, his inveterate 
oddities of thought, speech, and action, which made ail 
his friends laugh at him and bless him in the same 
breath; his affections, so manly in their firmnessi bo 
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womanly in their tenderness, so childlike in their &ank 
fearless coniidence, that dreaded neither ridicule on the 
one side, nor deception on the other? Where, and how, 
would all these characteristics have vanished, but for his 
art — but for the abiding spirit, ever present to preserve 
their vital warmth against the outer and earthy cold? 
The wisest of Valentine's Mends, who shook their heads 
disparagingly whenever his name was mentioned, were 
at least wise enough in their generation never to ask 
themselves such embarrassing questions as these. 
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CHAPTEE lY. 

The Painter and his Palette. 

"While we have been looking over his past life — 
now past for many years — Mr. Blyth has moved away 
from the Studio fire-place, and is about to begin work 
for the day. 

Still whistling, he walks towards an earthen pipkin 
half-full of water, placed in one comer of the painting- 
room, and takes from it a little china palette, which looks 
absurdly small as a ministering agent to the progress of 
the two large pictures on the high and sturdy easels. 
He has indolently left on this palette the whole of yester- 
day's paint. The water, however, has prevented it ^m 
hardening, and has therefore rendered it easy of removal 
by the palette-knife. Looking round the room for some 
waste paper to wipe off the brimstone-and -treacle-coloured 
compound which the first sweep of his blade has scraped 
up, Mr. Blyth's eyes happen to light first on the painting- 
table, and on four or five notes which lie scattered 
over it. 

These he thinks will suit his purpose as well as 
anything else, so he takes up the notes, but before 
making use of them, Y-eads their contents over for the 
second time — partly by way of caution, partly through 
a dawdling habit, which men of his absent disposition 
are always too ready to contract. Three of these letters 
happen to be in ^e same scrambling, blotted hand- 
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writing. They are none of them very long, and are the 
production of a former acquaintance of the reader's, who 
has somewhat altered in height and personal appearance 
during the course of the last fourteen years. Here is the 
first of the notes which Valentine is now reading: — 

"Dear Blyth, — It's all over with me. The governor 
says Theatres are the Devil's Houses, and I must he 
home by eleven o'clock. Pm sure I never did anything 
wrong at a Theatre, which I might not have done just 
the same anywhere else; unless laughing over a good 
play is one of the national sins he's always talking about. 
But I'll be hanged if I can stand it much longer, even 
for my mother's sake! You are my only friend. I shall 
come and see you to-morrow, so mind and be at home. 
How I wish I was an artist! Yours ever, Z. Thokpe, 

JUN." 

Shaking his head and smiling at the same time, Mr. 
Blyth finishes this letter — drops a perfect puddle of 
dirty paint and turpentine in the middle, over the words 
"national sins," throws the paper into the fire — and 
goes*on to note number two: — 

"Dear Blyth, — I could'nt come yesterday, because 
of another row, and my mother crying about it, of course. 
You remember the old row, when I was at school, about 
Teddy Millichap and me smoking cigars, and how my 
pocket-money was stopped, and I pawned my new silver 
watch, and was near being expelled because it wasn't 
gentlemanlike? "Well, this is just the same sort of row 
over again. The governor said he smelt tobacco smoke 
at morning prayers. It was my coat, which I forgot to 
air at the fire the night before; and he found it out, and 
said he wouldn't have me smoke, because it led to dis- 
sipation, and I told him (which is true) that lots of 
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parsons smoked. There was such a row! I wish you 
yisited at our house , and could come and say a word on 
my side; for I am perfectly wretched, and have had all 
my cigars taken away from me. Yours truly, Z. Thorpe, 

"Catch me going near your Tinegar-cruet of a father. 
Mister Zackl" says Valentine to himself, making a wry 
face while he deposits a moist lump of "lamp-black,*' 
streaked with "lemon-yellow," upon the fair white paper 
of the second note — tossing it into the fire afkerwaids, 
as if it were viciously burning his fingers by antici- 
pation. 

A third note is required before the palette can" be 
scraped clean. Mr. Blyth reads the contents rather grave- 
ly on this occasion; rapidly plastering his last morsels 
of waste paint upon the paper as he goes on, imtil at 
length it looks as if it had been thoroughly peppered 
witii all the colours of the rainbow. 

Zack's third letter of complaint certainly promised 
serious domestic tribulation for the ruling power at Bare- 
grove Square: — 

"Dear Blyth, — I have been bullied by me father, 
and coaxed by my mother; and the end of it is, that I 
have given in, at least for the present I told the go- 
vernor about my wanting to be an artist, and about your 
saying that I had a good notion of drawing, and an eye 
for a likeness; but I might just as well have talked to 
one of yoiur easels. He said the profession was a danger- 
ous one" — ("And /say it is*nt," muttered Mr. Blyth 
to himself) — "and led to all sorts of profligacy;" — 
("It doesn't!" said Yalentine, indignantly spotting the 
paper with Pruswan blue) — "and that artists in gen««l 
led very debauched lives." — ("Thafs a vile liel" cried 
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Mr. Bljth, poking the top of his palette-knife clean 
through the note in a rage) — "I denied it all, of course, 
point-blank, '^ — ("WeU done, Zack!") — "And was 
savagely rowed for my pains." — ("Never mind that, 
you spoke the truth!") — "It ended, as I said before, 
in my giving in on mother^s account. • And here I have 
been, for the last three weeks, at a Tea Broker's office 
in the city in consequence. The governor and his Mends 
say ifs a good opening for me, and talk about the re- 
spectability of commercial pursuits. I don*t want to be 
respectable, and I hate commercial pursuits. What the 
deuce is the good of forcing me iuto a merchanf s office, 
when I can't say my Multiplication Table? Ask my 
mother about that: shell tell you! Only fancy me gdng 
round tea warehouses in filthy Jewish places like St 
Mary -Axe, to take samples, with a blue bag to carry 
them about in; and a dirty junior clerk who wears 
Blucher boots and cleans his pen in his hair," to teach 
me how to fold up parcels! Is*nt it enough to make a 
fellow's blood boil to think of it? I can't go on, and I 
won't go on in this way! Mind you're at home to- 
morrow; I'm coming to speak to you about how I'm to 
begin learning to be an artist. The junior clerk is going 
to do all my sampling work for me in the morning; and 
we are to meet in the afternoon, after I have come away 
from you, at a chop-house; and then go back to the office 
as if we had been together all day, just as usual. Don't 
be afraid of it's being discovered. I can bribe the inky- 
haired little devil with the Bluchers to the strictest 
secresy, by treating him to juicy steaks and treacly 
porter. Ever yours, Z. Thoupe, Jun. — P.S. My mind's 
made up: if the worst comes to the worst, I shall bolt 
from home." 
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"Oh, dear me! oh dear! dear me!" says Valentine, 
mournfully rubbing his palette clean with a bit of rag. 
"What will it all end in, I wonder. Old Thorpe's going 
just the way, with his obstinate severity, to drive Zack 
to something desperate. If my own dear, kind father 
had had the management of him, what a different boy 
he would have been! Coming here to-morrow, he says?" 
continued Mr. Blyth, taking up a tin tube, and dreamily 
squeezing white paint out of it, which dropped slowly 
on his palette in little worm-like folds. "Coming to- 
morrow! He never dates his notes; but I suppose, as 
this one came last night, he means to-day. I don't know 
how to advise him for the best, I'm sure — he's such a 
queer, flighty fellow. Confound the Veindyck brown; 
I'm always losing that particular colour! Where can it 
have got to?" 

Not finding the Yandyck brown, Mr. Blyth goes on 
to the next available pigment, which he can extricate 
from the disordered interior of his painting-box — then 
stops again to hunt for another lost tube of colour; the 
top of which, when he finds it, won't come off, and the 
bottom of which bursts in his hand, letting the paint 
out on his fingers instead of his palette. Having re- 
paired this disaster, Valentine, before proceeding further 
with his preparations for the day's work, determines to 
refresh himself by a look at one of his pictures. He 
throws the sheet off the smallest of the two, and dis- 
closes a Classical Landscape. 

The chief aim of the Muses who preside over Classic 
Art — whether it be ancient or modem, whether it take 
the form of Poetry, Painting, or Music — seems to be 
to preserve their artificial dignity as Goddesses, by 
banishing their natural charms as Women; to live even 
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mlii their professed admirers on the most stately and 
formal terms; and to keep the world at lai^e thoroughly 
well away from them hy improving, informing, and 
attracting as few people as possible by any recognisably 
useful, truthful, or graceful means. When, for example, 
the Muse who presides over the Classic Drama, con-* 
descends to appeal icily to us from afar off, and writes 
a play, she selects a suicide — say Cato — for hero. 
She keeps him incessantly engaged in talking patriotism 
and philosophy; represents him as always moving about 
uncomfortably in Halls, Porticoes, Senate-houses, and 
Squares; and never lets us hear a word from his lips of 
any of the universal human subjects which the poor 
wretch. must have talked about, when he ate his bit of 
classical dinner, when he dawdled out into the Forum 
on idle days to hear the news, or when he started off 
constitutionally for a brisk Roman walk. 

And, again, when the Classic Muse resolves to paint 
a picture of the pastoral hilarity of primeval times, is it 
not always her principle to make men >and women as 
unlike human nature as possible? Her happy female 
revellers must always exhibit an incredibly ugly straight 
profile* line from the top of the forehead to the tip of 
the nose; and must generally be made to express ecstasy 
by hopping on one leg — apparently in a hurricane, 
judging by the frightful manner in which their petticoats 
and hair are blown about them on these occasions. And 
as for the jovial male companions of the ladies, are they 
not always monsters with tawny red skins, mottled 
outrageously with lumps of knotty muscle? Are they 
not continually more or less drunk? — continually more 
or less beastly and ridiculous in their antics? Must 
we believe such representations to be poetically sug- 
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gestiye of life among the simple inhabitantB of a yonng 
world? Of course we must; for it is the Classic Muse 
who has done them! 

Or, lastly, when this same Classic Muse appeals to 
our ears, and writes a symphony, what immense pains 
she takes in that, as in other things, to avoid being 
popularly and immediately pleasing! She combines all 
her instruments in a general conspiracy against one 
weakly little atom of a tune (ftequently not her own 
property), which is always trying to make itself heard, 
and always being beUowed down sternly for its pains; 
until, at last, assailed by screeching fiddles, shouting 
horns, grunting double basses, and treacherously -mel- 
lifluous flutes, it expires, faintly piping, in a storm of 
furious fugue, after a gallant but vain struggle for 
existence which has lasted for more than half an 
hour. 

Now, in r^ard to the landscape development of 
Classic Art, if Mr. Blyth had done nothing else, he had 
at least achieved the great end of reminding nobody of 
anything simple, familiar, or pleasing to them in nature. 
In the foreground were the three lanky ruined columns, 
the dancing Bacchantes, the musing philosopher, the 
mahogany-coloured vegetation, and the bosky and branch- 
less trees, with which we have all' been familiar, from 
our youth upwards, in "classical compositions." Down 
the middle of the scene ran that wonderful river, which 
is always rippling with the same regular waves; and 
always bearing onward the same capsizable galleys, with 
the same vermilion and bluo revellers striking lyres on 
the deck. On the bank where there was most room for 
it, appeared our old, old friend, the architectural City, 
which nobody could possibly live in; and which is com- 
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posed of nothing but temples, towers, monmnentB, flights 
of steps, and bewildering rows of pillars. In the dis- 
tance, our favourite blue mountains were as blue and 
as peaky as ever, on Valentine's canvas; and our 
generally - approved pale yellow sun was still disfi- 
gured by the same attack of aerial jaundice, from which 
he has suffered ever since classical compositions first 
forbade him to take refuge from the sight behind a 
friendly cloud. 

Before this picture, which is very nearly finished, 
Mr. Blyth stands rapt in approving contemplation; now 
dropping his head a little on one side, and now on the 
other; now retreating backwards to take in the general* 
effect; now advancing again, and isolating bit afrer bit 
of the scene, by holding two of his fingers before other 
bits, so as to enjoy it successively in separate parts. He 
has put two fingers over the philosopher, to see how the 
Bacchantes look without him, when a shrill and im- 
patient mewing, outside the studio door, attracts his 
attention. 

"Bless my soul!** says Yalentine, (who has an in- 
veterate habit of talking to himself), "there's 'Snooks' 
wanting to come in! She was only confined last night, 
I wonder what the servants wiU say tp her getting back 
into the painting-room already?'' 

Mr. Blyth c^ns the door while he is speaking; and 
a small black cat, with white toes, a melancholy-looking 
white mujzzle,' and a kitten in her mouth, enters metho- 
dically — walks straight up to the fireplace — deposits 
her kitten on the rug — and, lying down beside it, in- 
stantly begins to purr as loud as she possibly can. 

"Why, you little wretch!" says Mr. Blyth, poking 
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"Snooks" gently. behind the ear with the padded end of 
that light cane which artists rest against their pictures 
to steady the hand while painting, and which is techni- 
cally termed a Mahl-Stick, — "Why you little wretch! 
when are you going to leave off kittening? Let me see: 
you're not a very old cat yet; youVe had six litters of 
four at a time, (four times six are twenty-four) and five 
litters of three at a time. Three times five's fifteen, and 
ten's twenty-five, and four — no, and ten — or, stop, 
two tens, twenty; and four — no, fifteen — well, at 
any rate, it must be forty; of course it must be forty, 
though I can't exactly make it out. Oh Snooks! Snooks! 
you would have been the mother of a family of, forty 
children, by this time, if we hadn't taken to drowning 
them!" 

Puss, thus apostrophised, rolls luxuriously over on 
her back; elevates her four white toes in the air; and 
looks up, indolentiy impudent, with half-closed green 
eyes, at Mr. Blyth. No account of that gentleman's 
household could possibly pretend to be complete, if it 
did not include the cat. She was li^rally a member 
of the family. She lived with them, ate with them, 
•followed them about the house like a dog, performed all 
sorts of tricks imder Mr. Blyth's direction, and was on 
perfectly Mendly terms with the whole circle of his 
acquaintance. She had been first derisively called 
"Snooks" by Mr. Zachary Thorpe, junior, which designa- 
tion had been immediately adopted by Yalentine, who 
said he highly approved of a short, familiar English 
name, for a small, familiar English animal Mrs. Blyth, 
inheriting her father's fondness for fine names, suggested 
that the cat had better be called "Zerlina," but was 
outvoted by everybody, and puss became the comic 
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"Snooks," instead of the sentimental "Zerlina," 'of the 
family, from that moment 

After plajring with the cat for a minute or two 
longer, Valentine resumes the business of preparing his 
palette. 

As the bee comes and goes irregularly from flower 
to flower; as the butterfly flutters in a zig-zag course 
from one sunny place on the garden wall to another; or, 
as an old woman runs from wrong omnibus to wrong 
omnibus, at the Elephant and Castle, before she can 
discover the right one; as a countryman blunders up one 
street, and down another, before he can find the way to 
his place of destination in London; so does Mr. Blyth 
now come and go, flutter, run, and blunder in a mighty 
hurry about his studio, in search of missing colours 
which ought to be in his painting-box, but which are 
not to be found there. While he is still hunting through 
the room for the Yandyck brown, his legs come into 
collision with a large drawing-board, which, like every- 
thing else, is put in the wrong place. 

"Oh my shins!" cries Yalentine, gently rubbing the 
aflfected parts. "Oh my Vandyck brown! where on earth 
can it be? Stop a minute, though! I declare I forgot 
about the Yenus." 

The drawing-board, on which there is a blank sheet 
of paper stretched, seems to have reminded Mr. Blyth of 
some duty connected with it. He places it against two 
chairs, in a good light; then moves the portable steps up 
to one of the shelves with the casts on it, and removes 
the Yenus de' Medici from under the eyes of Doctor 
Johnson; knocking down, the moment he lifts her away, 
a lump of putty, a ball of string; and a number of old 
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brushes. He then carries Venus*s head and shoulders to 
the office stool, which he has previously moved opposite 
to the two chairs and the drawing-board. Having com- 
pleted these preparations, and reviewed them critically 
with his head a little on one side, he goes back to the 
painting-box, and is just searching again among the tubes 
of colour, when the door of the studio opens, and a young 
lady enters. 

She is dressed in very pretty, simple, Quaker-like 
attire.. Her gown is of a light-grey colour, covered by a 
neat little black apron in front, and fastening round the 
throat over a friU collar. The sleeves of this dress are 
worn tight to the arm, and are terminated at the wrists 
by quaint-looking cuffs of antique lace, the only orna- 
mental morsels of costume which she has on. It is im- 
possible to describe how deliciously soft, bright, fresh, 
pure, and delicate this young lady is, merely as an object 
to look at, contrasted with the dingy disorder of the 
studio-sphere through which she now moves. The keenest 
observers, beholding her as she at present appears, would 
detect nothing in her face or figure, her manner or her 
costume, in the slightest degree suggestive of impenetrable 
mystery, or incurable misfortune. And yet, she happens 
to be the very person at whom prying glances are di- 
rected, whenever she walks out; whose very existence is 
referred to by the neighbours with an invariable accom- 
paniment of shrugs, sighs, and lamenting looks; and 
whose "case" is always compassionately designated as 
"a sad case," whenever it is brought forward — which 
is pretty often — in the course of conversation, at dinner- 
tables and tea-tables in the new suburb. 

Socially, we may be all easily divided into two classes 
in this world — at least in the civilised part of it. If 
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•we are not the people whom others talk about, then we 
are sure to be the people who talk about others. 

The young lady who had just entered Mr. Blyth's 
painting-room, belonged to the former order of human 
beings. 

She was fated to be used as a constant subject of 
conversation by her fellow-creatures. Even her face 
alone — simply as a face — could not escape perpetual 
discussion; and that, too, among Valentine's friends, who 
all knew her weU, and loved her dearly! It was the 
oddest thing in the world, but no one of them could 
ever agree with another (except on one point, to be 
presently mentioned), as to which of her personal at- 
tractions ought to be first selected for approval, or quoted 
as particularly asserting her claims to the admiration of 
all worshippers of beauty. 

To take three or four instances of this. There was 
Mr. Gimble, the civil, hearty little picture-dealer, and a 
very good friend in every way to Yalentine: there was 
Mr. Gimble, who stoutly declared that her principal 
charm was in her complexion, her fair, clear, wonderful 
compleidon, which he would respectfully defy any artist 
aHve to paint, let him try ever so hard, or be ever so 
great a man. Then came the Dowager Countess of 
Brambledown, the frolicsome old aristocrat, who was 
generally believed to be "a little cracked;" who haunted 
Mr. Blyth's studio, after having once given him an order 
to paint her cockatoo, her rare China tea-service, and 
her favourite muff, all in one group; and who differed 
entirely from the little picture-dealer. "Fiddle-de-dee!" 
cried her ladyship, scornfully, on hearing Mr. Gimble's 
opinion quoted one day. "The man may know some- 
thing about pictures, but he's evidently a perfect ass 
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about women. Her complexion, indeed! I could' make 
as g9od a complexion for myself (we old women are 
painters too, in our way, Blyth). Don't tell me about 
her complexion — ifs her eyes! her incomparable blue 
eyes, which would have driven the young men of my 
time mad — mad, I give you my word of honour! Not 
a gentleman, sir, in my youthful days — and they were 
gentlemen then — but would have been too happy to 
run away with her for her eyes alone; and what's more, 
to have shot any man who said as much as 'Stop him!* 
Complexion, indeed, Mr. Gimble? Til complexion you, 
next time I find my way into your picture-gedlery! Take 
a pinch of snuff, Blyth; and never repeat nonsense in my 
hearing again." 

There was Mr. BuUivant, the enthusiastic young 
sculptor, with the mangy flow of flaxen hair, and the 
plump, waxy face; who wrote poetry, and showed, by 
various sonnets, that he again differed completely about 
the young lady from the Dowager Countess of Bramble- 
down and Mr. Gimble. This gentleman sang melodiously, 
on paper — using, by the way, a professional epithet — 
about her "chiselled mouth," 

** Which breathed of raptare and the balmy Soath.** 

He expatiated on 

**Her lips sweet smiling at her dimpled chin, 
Whose wealth of kisses gods might long to win — ** 

and much more to the same maudlin effect. In plain 
prose, the ardent BuUivant was all for the lower part of 
the young lady's face, and actually worried her, and Mr. 
Blyth, and everybody in the house, until he got leave to 
take a cast of it. 
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Lastly, there was Mrs. Blyth's father; a meek, modest, 
and aged man, with a contkiaal cold in the head; who 
lived on marvellously to the utmost verge of human 
existence — as very poor men, with very large families, 
who would be much better out of this world than in ii^ 
very often do. There was this low-speabdng, mildly- 
infirm, and perpetually-snuffling engraver, who, having 
once ventured to say in public that the young lady was 
"indeed a most charming person," remarked, on being 
asked to state what he most admired in her, that he 
thought it was her hair, "which was of such a nice 
lightish-brown colour; and, perhaps, besides that, it might 
be the pleasant way in *which she carried her head; and, 
indeed, having got so far, possibly he might be allowed 
to go lower, and refer to the shape of her shoulders, 
into the bargain. But his opinion (here he blushed 
crimson) was quite good for nothing in tasty matters of 
this kind, and ought, of course, to be apologised for as 
soon as it was uttered." In speaking thus of his opinion, 
the worthy engraver certainly depreciated himself most 
unjustly; for, if the father of eight daughters cannot 
succeed in learning (philoprogenitively speaking) how to 
be a good judge of women, what man can? 

However, there was one point on which Mr. Gimble, 
Lady Brambledown, Mr. BuUivant, Mrs. Blyth's father, 
and hosts of friends besides, were all agreed witiiout one 
discordant exception. 

They unanimously asserted that the young lady's face 
was the nearest living approach they had ever seen to 
that immortal. "Madonna" face, which has for ever as- 
sociated the idea ' of beauty with the name of Raphael. 
The resemblance struck everybody alike, even those who 
were but slightly conversant with pictures, tihe moment 
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tiiey saw her. Taken in detail, her features might be 
easily found fault with. Her eyes might be pronounced 
too large, her mouth too small, her nose not Grecian 
enough for some people's tastes. But the general effect 
of these features, the shape of her head aud face, and 
especially her habitual expression, reminded aU beholders 
at once and irresistibly of the image of softness, purity, 
and feminine gentleness, which has been engraven for 
ever on so many memories by the "Madonnas" of 
KaphaeL 

It was in consequence of this extraordinary resem- 
blance, that her own English name of Mary had been, 
fh)m the first, altered and Italianised by Mr. and Mrs. 
Blyth, and by all intimate Mends, into "Madonna." 
One or two extremely strict and extremely imbecile 
people, captiously objected to any such familiar application 
of this name, as being open, in certain directions, to an, 
imputation of irreverence. Mr. Blyth was not generally 
very quick at an answer; but, on this occasion, he had 
three answers ready before the objections were quite out 
of the objectors* mouths. 

la the first place, he said, that he and his friends 
used the name only in an artistnsense, and only with 
reference to Raphael's pictures. In the next place, he 
produced an Italian dictionary, and showed that "Ma- 
donna" had a second meaning in the language, signifying 
simply and literally, "My lady." And, in conclusion, he 
proved historically, that "Madonna* had been used in 
the old times as a prefix to the names of Italian women; 
quoting, for exemple, "Madonna Pia," whom he happened 
to remember just at that moment, &om having once 
painted a picture of one of the scenes in her terrible 
story. These statements completely overthrew all ob- 
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jectionsj and the young lady was accordingly much beitter 
known in the painter's house as "Madonna" than as 
"Mary." 

On now entering the studio, she walked up to 'Va- 
lentine, laid a hand lightly on each of his shoulders, 
and so lifted herself to him to be kissed on the forehead. 
Then she looked down on his palette, and observing 
that some colours were still missing from it, began to 
search for them directly in the painting-box. She found 
the lost Yandyck brown in a moment; and held it up 
before Mr. Blyth with a pretty, arch look of enquiry 
and triumph. He nodded, smiled, and held out his 
palette for her to put the colour on it herself. Having 
done this very neatly and delicately, she next turned 
towards the cat and kitten, with a merry look of astonish- 
ment in her soft; clear eyes. 

"Snooks" had her favourites in the house, and always 
expressed her excessive attachment to Madonna by 
uttering, whenever the young lady touched her, an 
oddly-toned low cry, — a sort of quick, prolonged purr, 
which never greeted any other member of the family. 
Yalentine had often tried to deceive the cat in the dark, 
and make her distinguish other people as she dis- 
tinguished Madonna, but it was useless. "Snooks" was 
not to be imposed upon, and only uttered her peculiar 
cry — as she was uttering it now on the studio rug — 
under the caressing touch of one light and ever-welcome* 
hand. 

Having left the cat to her repose. Madonna, looking 
round the room, immediately observed the cast on the 
office stool; and at the same time, Mr. Blyth, who saw 
the direction taken by her eyes, handed to her a port- 
crayon with some black chalk, which he had been care- 
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fully cutting to a point for ihe last minute or two. She 
took it with a little mock curtsy, pouting her lip slightly, 
as if drawing the Yenus was work not much to her 
taste — then smiled, when she saw Valentine solemnly 
shaking his head, and frowning comically at her — then 
went away at once to the drawing-board, and sat down 
opposite Venus, in which position she offered as decided 
a Hving contradiction as ever was seen to the assertion 
of the classical idea of beauty, as expressed in the cast 
that she was now about to copy. 

Mr. Blyth, on his side, set to work at last on the 
Landscape; painting upon the Bacchanalian iN'ymphs, 
who sadly wanted a littie brightening up, — or, as he 
would have technically expressed it, a little ** fetching 
out." While the painter and the yoimg lady are in- 
dustriously occupied with the business of the studio, 
there is leisure to remark on one rather perplexing cha- 
racteristic of their intercourse, so far as it has yet pro- 
ceeded on this particular winter's morning. 

Ever since Madonna has been in the room, not one 
word has she spoken to Valentine; and not one word 
has Valentine (who can talk glibly enough to himself) 
spoken to her. He never said "Good morning," when 
he kissed her — or, "Thank you for finding the Vandyck 
brown," — or, "What do you think of Snooks's new 
kitten?" — or, "I have set the Venus, my dear, for 
your drawing lesson to-day." And she, woman as she 
is, has actually not asked him a single question! has not 
even said "poor pussy!" when she was fondling the cat 
on the rug. What can this absolute and remarkable 
silence mean, between two people who look as affec- 
tionately and pleasantly on each other as these two look, 
every time their eyes meet? 
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"Why have they not once spoken together, from the 
time when she opened the studio door? 

Is this one of the mysteries of the Painter's fireside? 

Who is Madonna? 

"What is her real name besides Mary? 

Is it Mary Blyth? 



Some years ago a curious adventure happened to 
Yalentine in the circus of an itinerant Equestrian Com- 
pany; and a very strange story was related to him by 
the wife of an ordinary stage-tumbler or clown. 

But who is Madonna? And wherefore the absolute 
silence between her and Mr. Blyth? 

The answer to these questions is only to be found 
in the Adventure, in the Story, and in the Result which 
they brought about. 
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CHAPTER V. 

The Adventure. 

In the autumn of 1838, Mrs. Blyth's malady had for 
some time past assumed the final and permanent form, 
from which it never afterwards varied. She now suf- 
fered little actual pain, except when she quitted a re- 
cumbent posture. But the general weakness and dis- 
organisation produced by almost exclusive confinement to 
one position, had, even at this early period, begun to 
work sad changes in her personal appearance. She suf- 
fered that mortifying misfortune, however, just as bravely 
and resignedly as she had suffered the first great calamiiy 
of her incurable disorder. Valentine never showed that 
he thought her altered; Valentine's kindness was just as 
affectionate, as spontaneous, and as constant as it had 
ever been in th« happier days of their marriage. So 
encouraged, Lavinia had the heart to bear all burdens 
patiently; and could find sources of happiness for her- 
self, where others could discover nothing but causes for 
grief. 

The room she inhabited was already, through Valen- 
tine's self-denying industry, better furnished than any 
other room in the house; but was far from presenting 
the same appearance of refined luxury and tasteful com- 
pleteness, to which it attained graduedly in the course of 
after years. 

The charming littte maple-wood and ivory bookcase, 
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with the prettily-boimd vohimes ranged in such bright 
regularity along its shelves, was there certainly, as early 
as the autumn of 1838. It would not, though, at that 
time, have formed part of the furniture of Mrs. Blyth's 
room, but for a chance piece of good fortune, which her 
husband was doubtful about accepting when it first came 
to him. He had, it is true, often b^en to look at the 
bookcase in the upholsterer's show-room, but was almost 
resigned to view it as a forbidden treasure, fex beyond 
any means of acquisition then at his disposal, unless in- 
deed he availed himself of a certain professional invita- 
tion to the country which he had just received, and 
which, on his wife's account, he was very unwilling to 
accept. 

Upon renewed consideration, however, the thought of 
his future pride and pleasure, if he could see the charm- 
ing little bookcase in Lavinia's room, at last supplied 
him with a motive for departure, which overcame his 
reluctance to separate himself for any length of time 
from his invalid wife. Having once arrived at a re- 
solution, he immediately wrote two notes, one to order 
the new bookcase, the other to secure the means of pay- 
ing for it, by accepting the professional invitation to the 
country. 

This invitation had been sent to him by a clerical 
friend, the Reverend Doctor Joyce, Eector of St. Judy's, 
in the large agricultural town of Rubbleford. Yalentine 
had done a water-colour drawing of one of the Doctor's 
babies, when the family at the rectory were in London 
for a season, and this drawing had been shown to all 
the neighbours by the worthy clergyman on his return. 
Now, although Mr. Blyth was not over successful in the 
adult department of portrait-art, he was invariably vie- 
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torious in the baby-department. He painted all infants 
on one ingenious plan. He gave them the roundest 
eyes, the chubbiest red cheeks, the most serenely good- 
humoured smiles, and the neatest and whitest caps ever 
seen on paper. If fathers and their male friends rarely 
appreciated the fidelity of his likenesses, mothers and 
nurses invariably made amends for their want of taste. 
The fair sex rallied round Yalentine's baby-portraits to a 
woman; always proclaiming at sight of them, with little 
screams of ecstasy, that for "sweetly-pretty" representa- 
tions of infant innocence, the painter never yet lived 
who could be compared with Mr. Blyth. 

It followed, therefore, almost as a matter of course, 
that the local exhibition of the Doctor's drawing must 
bring offers of long-clothes-portrait employment to Yalen- 
tine. Three resident families decided immediately to 
have their babies done, if the painter would only travel 
to their houses to take the likenesses. A bachelor sport- 
ing squire in the neighbourhood also volunteered a com- 
mission of another sort. This gentleman arrived (by a 
logical process which it is hopeless to think of tracing), 
at the conclusion, that a man who was great at babies, 
must necessarily be marvellous at horses; and determined, 
in consequence, that Valentine should paint his celebrated 
cover-hack. 

In writing to inform his Mend of these offers, Doc- 
tor Joyce added another professional order on his own 
account, desiring that Mr. Blyth should take the portrait 
of his favourite curate, who, though very weakly and 
consumptive, was about to leave him to join a mission 
- to the Cape; and whom the rector greatly feared he 
might never set eyes on 6^ain in this world. Here, 
then, were five commissions, which would produce enough 
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— cheaply as Valentine worked, to pay, not only for the 
new bookcase, but for some new books to put in it when 
it came home. 

Having left his wife in charge of two of her ^sters, 
who were forbidden to .leave the house till his return, 
Mr. Blyth started for the rectory, and once there, set to 
work on the babies with a zeal and good-humour which 
straightway won the hearts of mothers and nurses, and 
made him' a great Rubbleford reputation in the course of 
a few days. Having done the babies to admiration, he 
next attacked the curate; producing a painfully striking 
likeness of that ill-fated gentleman; fix)nt face, pen in 
hand, looking up for inspiration over half-done sermon 
in neat black leather cover. And, no sooner was this 
latter piece of workmanship turned out complete, than 
away went Yalentine, brisk and dauntless as ever, to 
undertake the last great eflfbrt of immortalising on canvas 
the bachelor squire's hack. 

Here he had some trouble. The sporting gentleman 
would look over him while he painted; would bewilder 
him with the pedigree of the horse; would have the 
animal done in the most unpicturesque view; and sternly 
forbade all introduction of "tone," "light and shade," or 
purely artistic embellishment of any kind, in any part 
of the canvas. In short, the squire wanted a sign-board 
instead of a picture, and he at last got what he wanted 
to his heart's content 

One evening, while Valentine, still deeply immersed 
in the difficulties of depicting the cover-hack, was re- 
turning to the Rectory, after a day's work at the Squire's 
house, his attention was suddenly attracted in the high 
street of Rubbleford, by a flaming placard pasted up on 
a dead wall opposite the market-house. 
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He immediately joined the crowd of rustics con- 
gregated around the many-coloured and magnificent sheet 
of paper, and read at the top of it, in huge blue let- 
ters: "JUBBEK*S ClKCUS. ThE EiGHTH WoNDEE OP THE 

TVoblS." After this came some small print, which 
nobody lost any time in noticing. But, below the small 
print appeared a perfect galaxy of fancifully shaped 
scarlet letters, which fascinated all eyes; and informed 
the public that the equestrian company included "Miss 
Floeinda Belteelet, known" (here ttie letters turned 
suddenly green), "wherever the English language was 
known, as The Amazonian Empress of the Bealms of 
Equitation." This announcement was followed by the 
names of inferior members of the company; by a pro- 
gramme of the evening's entertainments; by testimonials 
extracted from the provincial press; by illustrations of 
gentlemen with lusty calves and spangled drawers, and 
of ladies with smiling faces, shameless petticoats, and 
pirouetting legs. These illustrations, and the particulars 
which preceded them were carefully digested by all 
Mr. Blyth*s neighbours; but Mr. Blyth himself passed 
them over unnoticed. His eye haii been caught by 
something at the bottom of the placard, which instantiy 
absorbed his whole attention. 

In this place the red letters appeared again, and 
formed the following words and marks of admiration: — 

The Mtsteeioits Foundling I 

Aged Ten Yeaes! ! 
Totally Deaf and Dumb! ! ! 

Underneath came an explanation of what the red 
letters referred to, occupying no less than three para- 
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graphs of stumpy small print, every word of which 
Yalentine eagerly devoured. This is what he read: — 

"Mr. Jubber, as proprietor of the renowned Circus, 
has the honour of informing the nobility, gentry, and 
public, that the above wonderful Deaf and Dumb Female 
Child will appear between the first and second parts of 
the evening's performances. Mr. J. has taken the liberty 
of entitling this Marvel of Nature, The Mysterious 
Foundling; no one knowing who her father is, and her 
mother having died soon after her birth, leaving her in 
charge of the Equestrian Company, who have been fond 
parents and guardians to her ever since. 

"She was originally celebrated in the former annals 
of Jubber's Circus, as Eighth Wonder of the World, or 
The Hurricane Child of the Desert; having appeared in 
that character, whirled aloft at the age of seven years in 
the hand of Muley Ben Hassan, the renowned Pevil- 
Scourer of Sahara, in his daring act of equitation, as 
exhibited to the terror and amazement of all England, 
ia Jubber's Circus. At that time she had her hearing 
and speech quite perfect. But Mr. J. deeply regrets to 
state that a terrific accident happened to her soon after- 
wards. Through no fault on the part of The Devil- 
Scourer (who never made a mistake in his life; and who, 
overcome by his feelings at the result of the above-men- 
tioned frightful accident, has gone back to his native 
wilds a moody and broken-hearted man), she slipped 
from his hand while the three horses bestrode by the 
fiery but humane Arab were going at a gallop, and fell, 
shocking to relate, outside the Ring, on the boarded floor 
of the Circus. She was supposed to be dead. Mr. Jubber 
instantly secured the inestimable assistance of the Faculty, 
who found that she was still alive, and set her arm 
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which had been broken. It was only afterwards dis- 
covered that she had utterly lost her sense of hearing; 
or, to use the emphatic language of the medical gentle- 
men (who aU spoke with tears in their eyes), that she 
had been struck stone deaf by the shock. Under these 
melancholy circumstances, it was found that the faculty 
of speech soon failed her altogether; and she is now 
therefore Totally Deaf and Dumb; but Mr. J. rejoices 
to say, quite cheerful and in good health notwith- 
standing. 

"Mr. Jubber being himself the father of a family, 
ventures to think that these little particulars may prove 
of some interest to an Intelligent, a Sympathetic, and a 
Benevolent Public. He will simply allude, in conclu- 
sion, to the performances of the Mysterious Foundling, 
as exhibiting perfection hitherto unparalleled in the Art 
of Legerdemain, with wonders of untraceable intricacy 
on the cards, which were originally the result of abstruse 
calculations made by the renowned Algebraist, Mohammed 
Engedi, extending over a period often years, dating fron^ 
the year 1215 of the Arab Chronology. More than this, 
Mr. Jubber will not venture to relate: for * Seeing Is Be- 
lieving,' and the Mysterious Foundling must be seen to 
be believed. For prices of admission consult bottom of 
biU.'' 

Mr. Blyth read this grotesquely shocking narrative 
with sentiments which were < anything rather than com- 
plimentary to the taste, the delicacy, and the humanity 
of the fluent Mr. Jubber. He consulted the bottom of 
■Qie biU, however, as requested; and ascertained what 
were the prices of admission — then glanced at the top, 
and observed that the first performance was fixed for that 
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very evenmg — looked about him absently for a minute 
or two — 6ind resolved to be present at it. 

Most assuredly Yalentine's resolution did not proceed 
from that dastard insensibility to all decent respect for 
human suflPering which could feast itself on the spectacle 
of calamity paraded for hire, in the person of a deaf and 
dumb child of ten years old. His motives for going to 
the circus were stained by no trace of such degradation 
as this. But what were they then? That question he 
himself could not have answered: it was a common pre- 
dicament vrith him not to know his own motives, gene- 
rally from not inquiring into them. There are men who 
Tun breathlessly — men who walk cautiously — and men 
who saunter easily through the journey of life. Valentine 
belonged to the latter class; and, like the rest of his 
order, often strayed down a new turning, without being 
able to realize at the time what purpose it was which 
first took him that way. Our destinies shape the future 
for us out of strange materials: a travelling circus sufficed 
them, in the first instance, to shape a new future for 
Mr. Blyth. 

He first went on to the Rectory to tell them where 
he was going, and to get a cup of tea, and then hurried 
off to the circus — a wooden building in a field outside 
the town. 

The performance had b^gun some time when he got 
in. The Amazonian Empress (known in mere ordinary 
male and female society as Miss Florinda Belverley) was 
dancing voluptuously on the back of a cantering piebald 
horse with a Roman nose. Round and round, in her own 
undisputed "realm of equitation," careered the Empress, 
beating time on the saddle with her imperial legs to the 
tune of "Let the Toast be Dear Woman,'' played wit^ 
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trae amatory feeling by the band. Suddenly the melody 
changed to "See the Conquering Hero comes j" the pie- 
bald horse increased his speed; the Empress raised a flag 
in one hand, and a javelin in the other, and began slay- 
ing invisible enemies in the empty air, at full (circus) 
gallop. The triumph was prodigious; the applause tre- 
mendous: Mr. Blyth alone sat unmoved. M^as Florinda 
Belverly was not even a good model to draw legs fix)m, 
in the estimation of this anti-Amazonian painter! 

And when the Empress was succeeded by a Spanish 
Guerilla, who robbed, murdered, danced, caroused, and 
made love on the back of a cream-coloured horse — and 
when the Guerilla was followed by a clown who per- 
formed frightful contortions, and made irresistibly comic 
faces — still Mr. Blyth exhibited not the slightest de- 
monstration of astonishment or pleafiure. It was only 
when a bell rang between the first and second parts of 
the performance, and the band struck up " Gentle Zitella," 
that he showed any symptoms of animation. Then he 
suddenly rose; and, moving down fix)m the seat he had 
hitherto occupied to a bench close against the low par- 
tition which separated the ring from the audience, fixed 
his eyes intently on a doorway opposite to him, overhung 
by a frowsy red curtain with a tinsel border. 

From this doorway there now appeared Mr. Jubber 
himself, clothed in white Ifowsers with a gold stripe, 
and a green jacket with military epaulettes. He had 
big, bold eyes, dyed moustaches, great fat, flabby cheeks, 
long hair parted in the middle, a turn-down collar with 
a rose-coloured handkerchief; and was, in every respect, 
the most atrocious looking stage blackguard that ever 
painted an insolent and ugly face. He led with him, 
holding her hand — oh, soiHng and shameful contact! — 
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the little deaf and dumb girl, wliose misfortune he had 
advertised to the whole population of Kubbleford. 

The face and manner of the child, as she walked 
into the centre of the circus, and made her innocent 
curtsy and kissed her hand, went to the hearts of the 
whole audience in an instant. They greeted her with 
such a burst of applause as might have frightened a 
grown actress. But not a note from those cheering voices, 
not a breath of sound from those loudly clapping hands 
could reach her; she could see that they were welcoming 
her kindly, and that was all! 

When the applause had subsided, Mr. Jubber asked 
for the loan of a handkerchief from one of the ladies 
present, and ostentatiously bandaged her eyes. He then 
lifted her upon the broad low wall which encircled the 
ring, and walked her round a little way (beginning from 
the door through which he had entered), inviting the 
spectators to test her total deafness by clapping their 
hands, shouting, or making any loud noise they pleased 
close at her ear. "You might fire off a cannon, ladies 
and gentlemen," said Mr. Jubber jocularly, "and it 
wouldn't make her start till after she'd smelt the 
smoke I** 

To the credit of the Rubbleford audience, the majo- 
rity of them declined making any practical experiments 
to test the poor child's utter deafriess. The women set 
the example of forbearance, by entreating that the hand- 
kerchief might be taken off, so that they might see her 
pretty eyes again. This was done at once, and then she 
began to perform her conjuring tricks with Mr. Jubber 
and one of the ring -keepers on either side of her, offi- 
ciating as assistants. These tricks, in themselves, were 
of the simplest and commonest kind,* and derived all 
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their attraction from the child's innocently earnest man- 
ner of exhibiting them, and from the novelty to the 
audience of communicating with her only by writing on 
a slate. They never tired of scrawling questions, of 
saying "poor littie thing!" and of kissing her whenever 
they could get the opportunity, while she slowly went 
round the circus. "Deaf and dumb! ah, dear, dear, deaf 
and dumb!" was the general murmur of sympathy which 
greeted her from each new group, as she advanced; Mr. 
Jubber invariably adding with a smile: "And as you see, 
ladies and gentlemen, in excellent health and spirits, 
notwithstanding: as hearty and happy, I pledge you my 
sacred word of honour, as the very best of us!" 

Now, while she was thus delighting the spectators 
on one side of the circus, how were the spectators on 
the other side, whose places she had not yet reached, 
contriving to amuse themselves? 

From the moment of the little girl's first appear- 
ance, ample recreation had been unconsciously provided 
for them by a tall, stout, and florid stranger, who ap- 
peared suddenly to lose his senses the moment he set 
eyes on the deaf and dumb child. This gentleman 
jumped up and sat down again excitably a dozen times 
in a minute; constantiy apologizing on being called to 
order, and constantiy repeating the offence the moment 
afterwards. Mad and mysterious words, never heard be- 
fore in Rubbleford, poured from his lips. "Devotional 
beauty," "Early Italian art," "Fra Angelico's angels," 
"Giotto and the cherubs," "Enough to bring the divine 
Baphael down from heaven to paint her." Such were a 
few fragments of the mad gentleman's incoherent mut- 
terings, aa they reached his neighbours* ears. The 
amusement they yielded was soon wrought to its climax 
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by a joke from an attome/s clerk, who suggested that 
this queer man, with the rosy face, must certainly he 
the long-lost father of the "Mysterious Foundling!*' 
Great gratification was consequently anticipated from 
what might take place when the child arrived opposite 
the bench occupied by the excitable stranger. 

Slowly, slowly^ the little light figure went round 
upon the broad partition wall of the ring, untU it cams 
near, very near, to the place where Valentine was 
sitting. 

Ah, wofal sight! so lovely, yet so piteous to look 
on! Shall she never, never hear kindly human voices, 
the song of birds, the pleasant murmur of the trees 
again? Are aU the sweet sounds that sing of happiness 
to childhood, silent for ever to her? Erom those fresh, 
rosy lips shall no glad words pour forth, when she runs 
and plays in the sunshine? Shall the clear, laughing 
tones be hushed always? the young, tender life be for 
ever a speechless thing', shut up in dumbness from the 
free world of voices? Oh! Angel of judgment! haat thou 
snatched her hearing and her speech from this little 
child, to abandon her in helpless affliction to such prO' 
fanation as she now undei^oes? Oh, Spirit of mercy! 
how long thy white-winged feet have tarried on their 
way to this innocent sufferer, to this lost lamb that 
cannot cry to th% fold for help! Lead, ah, lead her 
tenderly to such shelter as she has never yet found for 
herself! Guide her, pure as she is now, from this tainted 
place to pleasant pastures, where the sunshine of human 
kindness shall be clouded no more, and Love and Pity 
shall temper every wind that blows over her with the 
gentleness of perpetual spring! 

Slowly, sloWly> the light ^gure went round the great 
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circle of gazers, ministermg obediently to their pleasure, 
waiting patiently till their curiosity was'ifiatisfied. And 
now, her weary pilgrimage was well nigh over for the 
night She had arrived at the last group of spectators 
who held yet to see what she looked like close, and what 
tricks she could exhibit with her cards. 

She stopped exactiy opposite to Valentine; and when 
she looked up, she looked on him alone. 

Was there something in the eager sympathy of his 
eyes as they met hers, which spoke to the little lonely 
heart in the sole language that could ever reach it? 
Did the child, with the quick instinct of the deaf and 
dumb, read his compassionate disposition, his quick im- 
petuous sensibilities, his pity and longing to help her, in 
his expression at that moment? It might have been so. 
Her pretty, rosy lips, smiled on him as they had smiled 
on no one else that night; and when she held out some 
cards to be chosen from, she left unnoticed the eager 
hands extended on either side of her, and presented 
them to Valentine only. 

He saw the small fingers trembling as they held the 
cards; he saw the delicate little shoulders and the poor 
fi»il neck and chest bedizened with tawdry mock jewelry 
and spangles; he saw the innocent young face, whose 
pure beauty no soil of stage paint could disfigure, with 
the smile still on the parted lips, but with a patient 
forlomness in the sad blue eyes, as if the seeing-sense 
that was left;, mourned always for the hearing and 
speaking senses that were gone — he marked all tiiese 
things in an instant, and felt that his heart was sinking 
as he looked. A dimness stole over his sight; a suf- 
focating sensation oppressed his breathing; the lights in 
the circus danced and mingled together; he bent down 
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over the child's hand, and took "^it in his own, twice 
kissed it fervently, Ihen, to the utter amazement of the 
laughing crowd about him, rose up suddenly, and, mut- 
tering something about a pitiable sight that was too 
heart-rending to look at, forced his way out as violently 
as if he had been flying for his life. 

There was a momentary confusion among the 
atrtlience. Mr. Jubber was top old an adept in stage- 
business of all kinds not to know how to stop the 
growing tumult directly, and turn it into universal ap- 
plause. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," he cried, with a finely 
modulated tremor in his voice — "I implore you to be 
seated, and to excuse the conduct of the party who has 
just absented himself. The talent of The Mysterious 
Foundling has overcome people in that way in every 
town of England (cheers). Do I err in believing that a 
Bubbleford audience can make kind allowances for their 
weaker fellow-creatures? (Bravo and cheers.) Thanks, a 
thousand thanks in the name of this darling and 
talented clild, for your cordial, your generous, your af- 
fectionate, your inestimable reception of her exertions 
to-night!" And with this peroration Mr. Jubber left the 
ring with his pupil, amid the most vehement cheering 
and waving of hats and handkerchiefs. He was too 
much excited by his triumph to notice that the child, as 
^ she walked after him, looked wistfully, to the last, in 
the direction by which Yalentine had gone out. 

"The public like excitement," soliloquised Mr. Rub- 
ber, as he disappeared behind the red curtain. "I must 
have all this in the bills to-morrow.. Ifs safe to draw 
at least thirty shillings worth extra into the house at 
night." 



Digitized by 



Google ^ 



90 HIDE ANB SEEK. 

In the nieaiitime, Yalentine, after some blunderiiig 
at wrong doors, at last found his way out of the circus, 
and stood alone on the cool grass, in the cloudless autumn 
moonlight. He struck his stick violently on the ground, 
which at that moment represented to him the head of 
Mr. Jubber; and, still muttering to himself, was about to 
return straight to the rectory, when he heard a breath- 
less voice behind him, calling: — "Stop, sir! oh, tdo 
please stop for one minute!" 

He turned round. A fat, comely woman in a taw- 
dry and tattered gown was running towards him as fast 
as her natural impediments to quick progression would 
permit 

**Please, sir," she cried — "Please, sir, wasn't you 
the gentleman that was taken queer at seeing our little 
Foundling? I was peeping through the red curtain, sir, 
just at the time." 

Instead of answering the question, Yalentine in- 
stantly began to rhapsodise about the child's lace. 

"Oh, sir! if you know anything about ker," inter- 
posed the woman, "for God's sake don't scruple to tell it 
to me! I'm only Mrs. Peckover, sir, the wife of Jemmy 
Peckover, the clown, as they call him, that you saw in 
the circus to-night. But I took and nursed the little 
thing by her poor mother's own wish; and ever since 
that time — " 

"My dear, good soul," said Mr. Blyth, *^I know no» 
tiling of the poor little creature. I only wish from the 
bottom of my heart that I could do sometling to help 
her and make her happy. If Lawie and I had had 
such an angel of a child as that," continued Yalentiae, 
clasping his hands together fervently, "deaf and dumb 
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as she is, we should have thanked God for her every 
day of our lives!" 

Mrs. Peckover was apparently not much used to hear 
such sentiments as these from strangers. She stared up 
at Mr. Blyth with two big tears rolling over her plump 
cheeks. 

"Mrs. Peckover! Hullo there, Peck! where are you?" 
roared a stem voice from the stable department of the 
circus, just as the clown's wife seemed about to speak 
again. 

Mrs. Peckover started, curtsyed, and, without uttering 
another word; went back even faster than she had come 
out. Yalentine looked after her intently, but made no 
attempt to follow: he was thinking too much of the 
child to think of that. When he moved again, it was 
to return to the rectory. 

He penetrated at once into the library, where Doctor 
Joyce was spelling over the "Rubbleford Mercury," while 
Mjrs. Joyce sat opposite to him, knitting a fancy ja<jket 
for her youngest but one. He was hardly inside the door 
before he began to expatiate in the wildest maimer on 
the subject of the beautiful deaf and dumb girl. Pages 
would not suf&ce to repeat one half of the extravagances 
he now uttered. 1£ ever man was in love with a child 
at first sight, he was ihat man. As an artist, as a gen- 
tleman of refined tastes, and aa the softest-hearted of mak 
human beings, in all three capacities, he was enslaved by 
that little innocent sad fece. He made the Doctor's head 
whirl again; he fairly stopped Mrs. Joyce's progress with 
the fancy jacket, as he sang the child's praises, and 
compared her face to every angel's face that had ever 
been painted, from the days of Giotto to the present 
time. At laat, when he had fairly exhausted his hearers 
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and himself, he dashed abruptly out of the room to 
cool down his excitement by a moonlight walk in the 
rectory garden. 

"What a very odd man he is!*' said Mrs. Joyce, 
taking up a dropped stitch in the fancy jacket. 

"Yalentine, my love, is the best creature in the 
world," rejoined the doctor, folding up the "Kubbleford 
^^y \ Mercuiy," and directing it for the post; J^^ut, as I often 
\_ -^ used to^^lellhis poor 'father (who lifever would believe 
me), a little cracked. IVe known him go on in this 
way about children before — though I must own, not 
quite so wildly perhaps as he talked just now." 

"Do you think he'll do anything imprudent about 
the child? Poor thing! I'm sure I pity her as heartily 
as anybody can." 

"I don't presume to think," ^answered the doctor, 
calmly pressing the blotting-paper over the address he 
hsd just written. "Vglentine is one of those people who 
defy all conjecture. No one can say what he wiU do, 
or what he won't. » A man who cannot resist an applicar 
tion for shelter and supper from any stray cur who wags 
his tail at him in the street; a man who blindly believes 
in the troubles of begging-letter impostors; a man whom 
I jnyself caught, last time he was down here, playing at 
marbles with three of my charity-boys in the street, and 
promising to treat them to hardbake and ginger-beer 
afterwards, is — in^ short, is not a man whose actions 
it is possible to speculate on." 

Here the door opened, and Mr. Blyth's head was 
popped in, surmounted by a ragged straw hat with a 
sky-blua ribbon round it. "Doctor," said Valentine, 
^may I ask an excellent woman, with whom X nave 
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made acquaintance, to bring the child here to-morrow 
morning for you and Mrs. Joyce to see J" 

"Certainly," said the good-humoured rector, laughing. 
"The child by all means, and the excellent woman too." 

"Not if it's Miss Florinda Belverley!" severely 
interposed Mrs. Joyce (who had read the Circus placard). 
''Florinda, indeedl Jezebel would be a better name 
for her!" 

"My dear madam, it isn't Florinda," said Yalentine, 
eagerly. "I quite agree with youj her name ought to be 
Jezebel. And, what 's worse, her legs are out of drawing." 

"Mr. Blyth!!!" exclaimed Mrs. Joyce, indignant at 
this professional criticism on Jezebel's legs. 

"Why don't you tell us at once who iAie excellent 
woman is?" cried the doctor, exquisitely tickled at the 
allusion which had shocked his wife. 

"Her name's Peckover," said Yalentine,, "she's a 
respectable married woman; she doesn't ride in the circus 
at all; and she nursed the poor child by her mother's 
own wish." 

"We shall be delighted to see her to-morrow," said 
the warm-hearted r6ctor — "or, no — stop! Not 
to-morrow; I shall be out. The day after. Cake and 
cowslip wine for the deaf and dumb child at twelve 
o'clock — eh, my dear?" 

"That's right! God bless you! you're always kindness 
itself," cried Yalentine; "I'll find out Mrs. Peckover, and 
let her know. Not a wink of sleep for me to-night — 
never mind!" Here Yalentine suddenly shut the door, 
then as suddenly opened it again, and added: "Pmean 
to finish that nasty horse-picture to-morrow, and go to 
the circus again in the evening." With these words he 
vanished; and they heard him soon afterwards whistling 
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his favourite "Drops of Brandy,** in iJie rectoiy garden. 

"Cracked! cracked!" cried the doctor. "Dear old 
Yalentine!" 

"I'm afraid his principles are very loose," said 
Mrs. Joyce J whose thoughts still ran on the unlucky 
professional allusion to JezebePs legs. 

The next morning, when Mr. Blyth presented himself 
at the stables, and went on with the portrait of the 
cover-hack, the Squire had no longer the slightest reason 
to complain of the painter's desire to combine in his work 
jacturesqueness of effect with accuracy of resemblance. 
Valentine argued no longer about introducing "light and 
shade," or "throwing cast-shadows," or "keeping the 
background subdued in tone." His thoughts were all 
with the deaf and dumb child and Mrs. Peckover; and 
he smudged away recklessly, just as he was told, with- 
out once uttering so much as a word of protest. By the 
evening he had concluded his labour. The squire said 
it was one of the best portraits of a horse that had ever 
been taken: to which piece of criticism the writer of 
the present narrative is bound in common candour to add, 
that it was also the very worst picture that Mr. Blyth 
had ever painted. 

On returning to Eubbleford, Yalentine proceeded 
at once to the circus; placing himself, as nearly as he 
could, in the same position which he, had occupied the 
night before. 

The child was again applauded by the whole audience, 
and again went through her performance intelligently 
and ^acefuUy, until she approached the place where 
Valentine was standing. She started as she recognised 
his face, and made a step forward to get nearer to him; 
but was stopped by Mr. Jubber, who saw that the people 



Digitized by 



Google 



HIDIS AKDl SEEK. 95 

immediately in front of her were holding out their hands 
to write on her slate, and have her cards dealt round to 
them in their turn. The child's attention seemed to he 
distracted hy seeing the strgmger again who had kissed 
her hand so frevently — she hegan to look confused, 
and ready to cry — and ended hy committing an open 
and most palpable blunder in the very first trick that 
she performed. 

The spectators good-naturedly laughed, and some 
of them wrote on her slate, "Try again, little girl." 
Mr. Jubher made an apology, saying that the extreme 
enthusiasm of the reception accorded to his pupil had 
shaken her nerves; and then signed to her, with a 
benevolent smile, but with a very sinister expression in 
his eyes, to try another trick. She succeeded in this; 
but still showed so much hesitation, that Mr. Jubber, 
fearing another failure, took her away with him while 
there was a chance of making a creditable exit. As 
she was led across the ring, the child looked intently at 
Yalentine. 

There was terror in her eyes — terror palpable 
enough to be remarked by some of the careless people 
near Mr. Blyth. "Poor little thing! she seems frightened 
at the man in the fine green jacket," said one. "And 
not without cause, I dare say," added another. "You 
don't mean that he could ever be brute enough to ill-use 
a child like that? — it's impossible!" cried a third. 

At this moment the clown entered the ring. The 
instant before he shouted the well-known "Here we are!" 
Valentine thought he heard a low strange cry behind the 
red curtain. He was not certain about it, but the mere 
doubt made his blood run chill. He listened for a minute 
anxiously. There was no chance now, however, of testing 



Digitized by 



Google 



96 HID£ AND SSEK. 

the correctness of his suspicion. The band had struck 
up a noisy jig-tune, and the clown was capering and 
tumbling wonderfully, amid roars of laughter. 

"This may be my fault," thought Valentine. " This! 
What?" He was afraid to pursue that inquiry. His 
ruddy face suddenly turned pale; and he left the circus, 
determined to find out what was really going on behind 
the red curtain. 

He walked round the outside of the building, wasting 
some time before he found a door to apply at for admis- 
sion. At last he came to a sort of passage, with some 
tattered horse-cloths hanging over its outer entrance. 

"You can't come in here," said a shabby lad, sud- 
denly appearing from the inside in his shirt sleeves. 

Mr. Blyth took out half-a-crown. "I want to see the 
deaf and dumb child directly!" 

"Oh, all right! go in," muttered the lad, pocketing 
the money greedily. "Jubber ain't there now? Only 
don't let him ketch yer there — that's all! She's nohow 
fit to be seen, mind ye; she have just been a-crying." 

Y^entine listened to no more, and hastily entered 
the passage. As soon as he was inside, a sound reached 
his ears at which his heart sickened and turned faint 
No words can describe it in all the horror of its help- 
lessness — for it was the moan of pain from a dumb 
human creature. 

He thrust aside a curtain, and stood in a filthy 
place, partitioned off from the stables on one si^e, and 
the circus on the other, with canvas and old boards. 
There, on a wooden stool, sat the woman who had ac- 
costed him the night before, crying, and soothing the 
child who lay shuddering on her bosom. The sobs of 
the clown's wife mingled with the inarticulate wailing, 
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BO low yet so awful to hear; and both sounds were 
audible with a fearful, unnatural distinotness, ihrou^ 
the merry melody of the jig, and the peals oi hearty 
laughter from the delisted audience in the circus. 

"Oh, my God!" cried Yalentine, horror-struck at 
what he heard, "Stop her! don't let her moan in that 
way!" 

The woman started from her seat, and put the child 
down, then recognised Mr. Blyth and rushed up to him. 

"Hush!" she whispered eagerly; "don't call out like 
that! The villain, the brutal heartless villain is some- 
where about the stables. If he hears you he'll come in 
and beat her again. — Oh, hush! hush, for God's sake! 
Ifs true — he beat her — the cowardly, hellish brute! 
— only fot making that one little mistake with the 
cards. No! no! no! don't speak out loud or youll ruin 
us. How did you ever get in here? — Oh! you must 
be quiet! There, sit down. — Hark! I'm sure he's 
coming! Oh! go away — go away!" 

She tried to pull Valentine out of the chair into 
which she had thrust him but the instant before. He 
seized tight hold of her hand and retoed to move. If 
Mr. Jubber had come in at that moment, he would have 
been thrashed within an inch of his life. 

The child had ceased moaning when she saw Valen- 
tine. She anxiously looked at him through her tears — 
then turned away quickly — took out her little hand- 
kerchief — and began to dry her eyes. 

"I can't go yet — I'll promise only to whisper — 
you must listen to me," said Mr. Blyth, pale and panting 
for breath; "I mean to prevent this from ever happen- 
ing again — don't speak! — TU take that injured, 
beautiful, patient little angel away from this villainous 
Hide and Seek* L '^ r^ i 
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place: I mil, if I go before a magistrate! The rector's 
a magistrate — he's my friend — his name's Doctor 
Joyce — rn take her away — " 

The woman stopped him by pointing suddenly to the 
child. 

She had put back the handkerchief, and was ap- 
proaching him. She came close and laid one hand on 
his knee, and timidly raised the other as high as she 
could towards his neck. Standing so, she looked up 
.quietly into his face. The pretty lips tried hard to 
smile once more; but they only trembled for an instant, 
and then closed again. The clear soft eyes, still dim 
with tears, sought his with an innocent gaze of inquiry 
and wonder. At that moment, the expression of the sad 
and lovely little face seemed to say — "Y6u look as if 
you wanted to be kind to me; I wish you could find 
out some way of telling me of it." 

Yalentine's heart told him what was the only way. 
He caught her up in his arms, and half smothered her 
with kisses. The frail childish hands rose trembling, 
and clasped themselves gently round his neck; and the 
fair head drooped lower and lower wearily, until it lay 
on his shoulder. 

The clown's wife turned away her face, desperately 
stifling with both hands the sobs that were beginning to 
burst from her afresh. Then whispered, "Oh, go, sir, — 
pray go! Some of the riders will be in here directly; 
you'll get us into dreadful trouble!" 

Valentine rose, still holding the child in his arms, 
"m go if you promise me — " 

"Oh! I'll promise anything, sir!" 

"You know the rectory! Doctor Joyce's — the clergy- 
man — my kind friend — " 
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"Yes, sir; I know it. You said that before. Do, 
please, for little Mary's sake, be as quick as you can!" 

"Mary! Her name's Mary?" Yalentine drew back 
into a comer, and began kissing the child again. 

"You must be out of your senses to keep on in that 
way after what I've told you!" cried the clown's wife, 
wringing her hands in despair, and trying to drag him 
out of the comer. "Jubber and all of 'em will be in 
here in another minute. She'll be beaten again, if you're 
caught with her; oh Lord! oh Lord! will nothing make 
you understand that?" 

He understood it only too well, and put the child 
down instantly, his face turning pale again, his agitation 
becoming so violent, that he never noticed the hand 
which she held out towards him, or the appealing look 
that accompanied the action, and said so plainly and 
pathetically: "I want to bid you good-bye; but I can't 
say it as other children can." He never observed this; 
for he had taken Mrs. Peckorer by the arm, and had 
drawn her away hurriedly a/ter him into the passage. 

The child made no attempt to follow them: she 
turned aside, and, sitting down in the darkest comer of 
the miserable place, jested her head against the rough 
partition, which w«s all that divided her from the 
laughing audience. Her lips began to tremble again: 
she took out the handkerchief once more, and hid her 
face in it. 

"Now, recollect your promise," whispered Yalentine 
to the clown's wife, who was slowly pushing him out, 
all the time he was speaking to her. "You must bring 
little Mary to the Rectory to-morrow morning at twelve 
o'clock exactly — you must! or TU come here and 
fetch her myself You needn't believe me; Pm only an 
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artist and a stranger: I don't expect you to believe me. 
But you must believe a clergyman — you can't help 
that! Doctor and Mrs. Joyce want to see your little 
Mary. It's their invitation, mind! You can't refuse the 
rector. He's the best and kindest man that ever — " 

"ril bring her, sir, if you'll only go now. I'll bring 
her — I will, as sure as I stand here!" 

"If you don't!" cried Valentine, still distrustful, and 
trembling all over with agitation. *'K you don't!" — 

He stopped; for he suddenly felt the open air blow- 
ing on his face. The clown's wife was gone, and 
nothing remained for him to threaten, but the tattered 
horse-cloths that hung over the empty doorway. 
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CHAPTER TL 

The Story. — Part First. 

It is a quarter to twelve by the hall clock at the 
Bectory, and one of ^the finest autcunn mornings of the 
whole season. Yance, Doctor Joyce's middle-aged man 
servant, or "Bishop" Vance, as the small wits of Rubble- 
ford call him, in allusion to his sleek and solemn ap- 
pearance, his respectable manner, his clerical cravat, and 
his speckless bl^k garments, is placing the cake and 
cowslip wine on the dining-table, with as much stately 
formality and pompous precision as if his master ex- 
pected an archbishop to lunch, instead of a clown's wife 
and a little girl of ten years old. It is quite a sight to 
see Yanee retiring, and looking at the general effect of 
knife and fork as he lays it down; or solemly strutting 
about the room, with a spotless napkin waving gently 
in his hand; or patronisingly confronting the pretty 
housemaid at the door, and taking plates and dishes 
from her with the air of a kitchen Sultan who can 
never afford to lose his dignity for a moment in the 
presence of the female ^laves. 

The dining-room window opens into the Rectory garden. 
The morning shadows cast by the noble old elm-trees 
that grow all around, are fading from the bright lawn. 
The rich flower-beds gleam like beds of jewels in the 
radiant sunshine. The rookery is almost deserted, a so- 
litary sleepy oaw being only heard now and then at long 
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interv^..-Tie 8ingiB|gV)^*ti3pd6, and the buzzing of busy 
:ii]^ctB;fO}£4ct faulty distant, and musical. On a shady 
r^^at** toiong the trees, Mrs. Joyce is just visible, working 
in the open air. One of her daughters sits reading on 
the turf at her feet. The other is giving the younger 
children a ride by turns on the back of a large New- 
foundland dog, who walks along slowly with his tongue 
hanging out, and his great bushy tail wagging gently. 
A prettier scene of garden beauty and family repose could 
not be found in all England, than the scene which the 
view through the Rectory window now presents. 

The household tranquillity, however, is not entirely 
uninterrupted. Across the picture, of which Vance and 
the luncheon-table form the foreground, and. the garden 
with Mrs. Joyce and the young ladies, the middle-distance 
and background, there flits from time to time an unquiet 
figure, which never leaves off fidgeting about here, there, 
and everywhere. This figure is always greeted by Leo, 
the Newfoundland dog, with an extra wag of the tail; 
and is apostrophised laughingly by the young ladies, under 
the appellation of "funny Mr. Blyth." 

Yalentine has in fact let nobody have any rest, either 
in the house or the garden, since the first thing in the 
morning. The rector, having some letters to write, has 
bolted himself into his study in despair, and defies his 
excitable friend from that stronghold, until the arrival 
of Mrs. Peckover and the deaf and dumb child has quieted 
the painter's fidgety impatience for the striking of twelve 
o'clock, and the presence of the visitors from the circus. 
As for the miserable Vance, Mr. Blyth has discomposed, 
worried, and put him out, till he looks suffocated with 
suppressed indignation. Mr. Blyth has invaded his sanc- 
tuary to ask whether the hall clock is right, and has 



Digitized by 



Google 



HIDE Am) SZEK. 103 

caught him *' cleaning himself" in his shirt sleeves. Mr. 
Blyth has broken one of his tumblers, and has mutinously- 
insisted on showing him how to draw the cork of the 
cowslip-wine bottle. Mr. Blyth has knocked down a fork 
and two spoons, just as they were laid straight, by 
whisking past the table like a madman on his way into 
the garden. Mr. Blyth has bumped up against the house- 
maid in returning — again like a madman — to the 
dining-room, and has apologised to Susan by a joke which 
makes her gi^le ecstatically in Vance's own face. If this 
sort of thing is to go on for a day or two longer, though 
he has been twenty years at the Rectory, Vance will be 
most assuredly goaded into giving the doctor warning. 

It is five minutes to twelve. Valentine has skipped 
into the garden for the thirtieth time at least, to beg 
that Mrs. Joyce and the young ladies will repair to the 
dining-room, and be ready to set Mrs. Peckover and her 
little chaise quite at their ease the moment they come 
in. Mrs. Joyce consents to this proposal at last, and 
takes his offered arm; touching it, however, very gingerly, 
and looking straight before her, while he talks, with an 
air of matronly dignity and virtuous reserve. She is still 
convinced that Mr. Blyth's principles are extremely loose, 
and treats him exactly as she would have treated Bon 
Juan himself under similar circumstances. 

They all go into the dining-room. Mrs. Joyce and 
her daughters take their places, looking deliciously cool 
and neat in their bright morning dresses. Leo drops 
down lazily on the rug inside the window, with a thump 
of his great heavy body that makes the glasses ring. 
The doctor comes in with his letters for the post, and 
apostrophises Valentine with a harmless clerical joke. 
Vance solemnly touches up the already perfect arrange- 
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ment of the luncheon table. The cloek strikes twelye. 
A faint meek ring is heard at the Rect(My bdL 

Yance struts slowly to the door, when — Heayen 
and earth! are no household conventions held sacred by 
these painters of pictures? — Mr. Bl3rth dashes past him 
with a shout of ''Here they are!" and flies into the hall 
to answer the gate himself. Yance turns solemnly round 
towards his master, trembling and purple in the face, 
with an appealing expression, which says plainly enough: 
— "If you mean to stand this sort of outrage, sir, I beg 
most respectfully to inform you that / don*t." The rector 
bursts out laughing; the young ladies follow his example; 
the Newfoundland dog jumps up, and joins in with his 
mighty bark. Mrs. Joyce sits silent, and looks at Yance, 
and sympathises with him. 

The voice of Mr. Blyth is soon heard again in the 
hall, talking at a prodigious rate, without one audible 
word of answer proceeding from any other voice. The 
door of the dining-room, which has swung to, is suddenly 
pushed open, jostling the outraged Yance, who stands 
near it, into such a miserably undignified position fiat 
against the waU, that the young ladies begin to titter 
behind their handkerchiefs as they look at him. Yalentine 
enters, leading in Mrs. Peckover, and the deaf and dumb 
child, with such an air of supreme triumph and happi- 
ness, that he looks absolutely handsome for the moment. 
The rector, who is in the best and noblest sense of the 
word, a gentleman, receives Mrs. Peckover as politely 
and cordially as he would have received the best lady in 
Rubbleford. Mrs. Joyce comes forward with him, very 
kind too, but a little reserved in her manner, neverthe- 
less; being possibly apprehensive that any woman con- 
nected with the circuS; must necessarily be tainted with 
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sonke sli^t flavour of Miss ELoiinda Belverlej. The 
young ladies drop down into the most charmiitg positions 
on either side of the chiM, and fall straightway into fits 
of eostasy over her beauty. The dog walks up, and 
pokes his great honest muzzle among them companion- 
ably. Yanoe stands rigid against the wall, and dis- 
approves strongly of the whole proceeding. 

PocMT Mrs. Peckover! She had never been in such a 
house as the Rectory, she had never spoken to a doctor 
of divinity before in her life. She was very hot and red 
and trembling, and made fearful mistakes in grammar, 
and clung as shyly to Mr. Blyth as if she had been a 
littlt girL The rector soon contrived, however, to settle 
her comfortably in a seat by the table. She curtseyed 
reverentially to Yance, as she passed by him; doubtless 
undei the impression that he was a second doctor of di- 
vinity, even greater and more learned than the first. He 
stared in return straight over her head, with small un- 
winki^ eyes, his cheeks turning slowly from deep red 
to deilse purple. Mrs. Peckover shuddered inwardly, 
\mder the conviction that she had insulted a dignitary, 
who w» hoisted up on some clerical elevation, too tre- 
mendous to be curtseyed to by such a social atom as a 
clown's wife. 

Mj8. Joyce had to call three times to her daughters 
before she could get them to the luncheon-table. If she 
had possessed Yalentine*s eye for the picturesque and 
beautiful, she would certainly have been incapable erf 
disturldng the group which her third summons broke up. 

In the centre stood the deaf and dumb child, dressed 
in a yihite frock, with a little silk mantilla over it, made 
from acast-off garment belonging to one of the ladies of 
the cii^us. She wore a plain straw hat, ornamented 
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with a morsel of narrow white ribbon, and tied under 
the chin with the same material. Her clear, delicate 
complexion was overspread by a slight rosy tinge — the 
tender colouring of nature, instead of the coarsely-glaring 
rouge with which they always disfigured her when she 
appeared before the public. Her wondering blue eyes, 
that looked so sad in the piercing gas-light, appeared to 
have lost that sadness in the mellow atmosphere of the 
Rectory dining-room. The tender and toucMng stillness 
which her affliction had cast over her face, seemed a 
little at yariance with its childish immaturity of feature 
and i^undness of form, but harmonised exquisitely vith 
the quiet smile which seemed habitual to her when she 
was happy — gratefully and unrestrainedly happr, as 
she now felt among the new friends who were receiving 
her, not like a stranger and an inferior, but like a 
younger sister who had been long absent from them. 

She stood near the window, the centre figure of the 
group, offering a little slate that hung by her side, with 
a pencil attached to it, to the rector's eldest daughter, 
who was sitting at her right hand on a stool. The se- 
cond of the young ladies knelt on the other side, with 
both her arms round the dog's neck; holding hin back 
as he stood in front of the child, so as to prevent him 
from licking her face, which he had made several reso- 
lute attempts to do, from the moment when she first 
entered the room. Both the Doctor's daughters were 
healthy rosy English beauties in the first bloom d girl- 
hood; and boi!!h were attired in the simplest and prettiest 
'muslin dresses, very delicate in colour and patten. Pity 
and admiration, mixed with some little perplexiy and 
confusion, gave an unusual animation to their expisssions; 
for they could hardly accustom themselves as ye to the 
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pobr child's calamity. They talked to her eagerly, as if 
she could hear and answer them — while she, on her 
part, stood looking alternately from one to the other, 
watching their lips and eyes intently, and still holding 
out the slate, with her innocent gesture of invitation and 
gentle look of apology, for the eldest girl to write on. 
The varying expressions of the three; the difference in 
their positions; the charming contrast between their light 
graceful figures, and the bulky strength and grand so- 
lidity of foiin in the noble Newfoundland dog who stood 
among them; the lustrous back -ground of lawn and 
flowers and trees, seen through the open window; the 
sparkling purity of the sunshine which fell brightly over 
one part of the group; th6 transparency of the warm 
shadows that lay so caressingly, sometimes on a round 
smooth cheek, sometimes over ringlets of glistening hair, 
sometimes on the crisp folds of a muslin dress — all 
these accidental combinations of the moment, these na- 
tural and elegant positions of nature's setting, these ac- ' 
cessories of light and shade, and back-ground garden 
objects beautifully and tenderly filling up the scene, 
presented together a picture which it was a luxury to be 
able to look on, which it seemed little short of absolute 
profanation to disturb. 

Mrs. Joyce, nevertheless, pitilessly disarranged it. 
In a moment the living picture was destroyed; the young 
ladies were called to their mother's side; the child was 
placed between Yalentine and Mrs. Peckover; and the 
important business of luncheon began in earnest. 

It was wonderful to hear how Mr. Blyth talked; how 
he alternately glorified the clown's wife for the punctual 
performance of her promise, and appealed triumphantly 
to the rector to say, whether he had not underrated 
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rather than exaggerated little Mary's beauty. It was 
also wonderM to see Mrs. Peckover's blank look of 
astonishment when she found the ri^d doctor of divinity, 
who would not so much as notice her curlsey, suddenly 
relax into blandly supplying her with everything she 
wanted to eat or drink. But a very much more remark- 
able study of human nature than either of these, was 
afforded by the grimly patronising and profoundly puzzled 
aspect of Vance, as he waited, under protest, upon a 
woman from a travelling circus. It is something to see 
the Pope serving the pilgrims their dinner, during the 
Holy "Week at Eome. Even that astounding sight, how- 
ever, fades into nothing, as compared with the sublimer 
spectacle of Mr. Vance waiting upon Mrs. Peckolrer. 

The rector, who was a sharp observer in his own 
quiet unobtrusive way, was struck by two peculiarities 
in little Mary's behaviour during lunch. In the first 
place, he remarked with some interest and astonishment 
that, while the Clown's wife was, not unnaturally, very 
shy and embarrassed in her present position, among 
strangers who were greatly her social superiors, little 
Mary had maintained her self-possession, and had un- 
consciously adapted herself to her new sphere, from the 
moment when she first entered the dining-room. In the 
second place, he observed that she constantly nestled 
close to Valentine; looked at him oftener than she looked 
at any one else; and seemed to be always trying, some- 
times not unsuccessfully, to guess what he was saying 
to others by watching his expression, his manner, and 
the action of his lips. "That child's character is no 
common one," thought Doctor Joyce; "she is older at 
heart than she looks; and is almost as fond of Blyth al- 
ready as he is of her. Good old Valentine! it's pleasant 
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to see that all his raptures have not been thrown away 
on a little fool with a pretty face." 

When lunch was over, the eldest Miss Joyce whis- 
pered a petition in her mother's ear, "May Carry and I 
take the dear little girl out with us to see our gardens, 
mamma?" 

"Certainly, my love, if she likes to go. You had 
better ask her — Ah, dear! dear! I forgot — I mean, 
write on her slate. It's so hard to remember she's deaf 
and dimib, when one sees her sitting there looking so 
pretty and happy. She seems to like the cake. Remind 
me, Emmy, to tie some up for her in paper before she 
goes away." 

Miss Emily and Miss Caroline went round to the 
child directly, and made ^gns for the slate. They 
alternately wrote on it with immense enthusiasm, tmtil 
they had filled one side; signing their initials in the 
most business-like manner at the end of each line, 
thus: — 

"Oh, do come and see my gard^is. E. J." — "We 
will gather you such a nice nosegay. * C. J." — "I have 
got some lovely little guinea-pigs. E. J." — "And Maik, 
our gardener, has made me a summer-house, with such 
fanny chairs in it C. J." — "You shall have my parasol 
to keep the sun off. E. J." — "And we will send Leo 
into the water as often as you like him to go. C. J." — 
Thus they went on till they got to ttie bottom of titie 
slate; 

The child, after nodding her head and smiling as 
she read each &esh invitation, turned the slate over, and, 
with some little triumph at showing that she could write 
too, began slowly to trace some lai^ text letters in ex- 
tiemely crooked lines. It took her a long time — espe-* 
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cially as Mr. Blyth was breathlessly looking over her 
shoulder aU. the while — to get through these words: 
"Thank you for being so kind to me. I will go with 
you anywhere you like.** 

In a few minutes more the two young ladies and 
little Mary were walking over the bright lawn, with Leo 
in close attendance, carrying a stick in his mouth. 

Valentine started up to follow them; then appeared 
suddenly to remember something, and sat down again 
with a very anxious expression on his face. He and 
Doctor Joyce looked at one another significantly. Before 
breaMast, that morning, they had been closeted at a 
private interview. Throughout the conversation which 
then took place, Mr. Blyth had been unusually quiet, 
and very much in earnest. The doctor had begun by 
being incredulous and sarcastic in a good-humoured way; 
but had ended by speaking seriously, and making a 
promise under certedn conditions. The time for the per- 
formance of that promise had now arrived. 

"You needn't wait, Vance," said the rector. "Never 
mind about taking the things away. PU ring when 
you're wanted." 

Vance gloomily departed. 

"Now the young people have left us, Mrs. Peckover," 
sa.id Doctor Joyce, turning to the clown's wife, "there is 
a good opportunity for my making a proposition to you, 
on behalf of my old and dear Mend here, Mr. Blyth; 
who, as you must have noticed, feels great sympathy 
and fondness for your little Mary. But, before I mention 
this proposal (which I am sure you wiU receive in the 
best spirit, however it may surprise you), I should wish 
— we should all wish, if you have no objection — to 
hear any particulars yon can give us on the subject of 
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this poor child. Do you feel any reluctance to tell us in 
confidence whatever you know about her?" 

"Oh^ dear no, sir!" exclaimed Mrs. Peckover, very 
much amazed. "I should be ashamed of myself if I 
went making any objections to anything you wanted to 
know about little Mary. But Tm almost afraid — " 

"There! I knew she wouldn't object," interrupted 
Valentine, letting his exultation get the better of his 
self-control. "Excellent soul, I told you, doctor, she 
wouldn't object — " 

"My dear Valentine," interposed the rector, "re- 
member the terms of our agreement. You were to leave 
me to be spokesman." 

"I won't speak another word," cried Mr. Blyth, "upon 
my honour, I won't speak another word.'*" 

"I think you were about to say something more?" 
cpntinued Doctor Joyce, addressing Mrs. Peckover. 

"Oh, nothing particular, if you please, sir," answered 
the clown's wife, nervously. "I was only afraid like — 
I know it's very foolish — but it's strange to me to be 
in u beautiful place like this, drinking wine with gentle- 
folks — and I was amost afraid — " 

"Not afraid, I hope, that you couldn't tell us what 
we are so anxious to know, quite at your ease, and in 
your own way?" said the rector, pleasantly. "Pray, 
Mrs. Peckover, believe I am sincere in saying that we 
meet on equal terms here. I have heard from Mr. Blyth 
of your motherly kindness to that poor helpless child; 
and I am indeed proud to take your hand, and happy to 
see you here, as one who should always be an honoured 
guest in a clergyman's house — the doer of a good and 
charitable deed. I have always, I hope, valued the 
station to which it has pleased God to call me, because 
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it especially offers me the privilege of being the friend 
of all my fellow-christians, whether richer or poorer, 
higher or lower in wordly rank, than I am myself." 

Mrs. Peckover's eyes began to fill. She could have 
worshipped Doctor Joyce at that moment 

"Mr. Blyth!" exclaimed Mrs. Joyce, sharply, before 
another word could be spoken — ** excuse me, Mr. Blyth; 
but really — " 

Valentine was trying to pour out a glass of sherry 
for Mrs. Peckover. His admiration of the doctor's last 
speech, and his extreme anxiety to reassure the clown's 
wife, must have interfered somehow with his precision 
of ^ eye and hand; for one half of the wine, as he held 
the decanter, was dropping into the glass, and the other 
half was dribbling into a little river on the cloth. Mrs. 
Joyce thought of the walnut-wood table underneath, and 
felt half distracted as she spoke. Mrs. Peckover, de- 
lighted to be of some use, forgot her company manners 
in a instant, pulled out her red cotton pocket-handker- 
chief, and darted at the spilt sherry. But the rector 
was even quicker with his napkin. Mrs. Peckover's 
cheeks turned the colour of her handkerchief, as she put 
it back in her pocket, and sat down again. 

"Much obliged — no harm done — much obliged 
ma'am," said Doctor Joyce. "Now, Yalentine, if you 
don't leave off apologising, and sit down direciiy in that 
arm-chair against the wdl, I shall take Mrs. Peckover 
into my study, and hear everything she has to say, at a 
pivate interview. There! we are all comfortable and 
composed again at last, and ready to be told how little 
Mary and the good friend who has been like a mother 
to her, first met" 

Thus appealed to, Mrs. Peckover began her nana- 
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tive; sometimes addressing it to the Doctor, sometimes to 
Mrs. Joyce, and sometimes to Valentine. From beginning 
to end, she was only interrupted at rare intervals by a 
word of encouragement, or sympathy, or surprise, from 
her audience. Even Mr. Blyth sat most uncharacteristi- 
cally still and silent; his expression alone showing the 
varying influences of the story on him, from its strange 
commencement to its melancholy close. 

"It's better than ten years ^o, sir," began the 
clown's wife, speaking first to Doctor Joyce, "since my 
little Tommy was bom; he being now, if you please, at 
school and costing nothing, through a presentation, as 
they call it I think, which was given us by a kind 
patron to my husband. Some time after I had got weU 
over my confinement, I was out one afternoon teiking a 
walk with the baby and Jemmy; which last is my hus- 
band, ma'am. We were at Bangbury then, just putting 
up the circus: it was a fine large neighbourhood, and 
we hoped to do good business there. Jemmy and me 
and the baby went into the fields, and enjoyed ourselves 
very much; it being such nice warm spring-weather, I 
remember, though it was March at the time. We came 
back to Bangbury by the road; and just as we got near 
the town, we see a young woman sitting on the bank, 
and holding her baby in her arms, just as I had got my 
baby in mine. 

"*How dreadful ill and weak she do look, don't 
she?" says Jemmy. Before I could say as much as 
*Yes,' she stares up at us, and asks in a wild voice, 
though it wasn't very loud either, if we can tell her the 
way to Bangbury workhouse. Having pretty sharp eyes 
of our own, we both of us knew that a workhouse was 
no fit place for her. Her gown was very dusty, and one 
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of her boots was burst, and her hair was dn^led all 
over her face, and her eyes was sunk in her head, like; 
but we saw somehow that she was a lady — or, if she 
wasn't exactly a lady, that no workhouse was proper for 
her, at any rate. I stooped do^wjL to speak to her; but 
her baby was crying so dreadful she could hardly hear 
me. *Is the poor thing ill?' says I. 'Starving,' says 
she, in such a desperate, fierce way, that it gave me 
quite a turn. *Is it your child?' says I, a bit frightened 
about how she'd answer me, but wanting so much to 
find out that I risked it. *Yes,' she says in quite a new 
voice, very soft and sorrowful, and bencUng her face away 
from me over the child. *Then why don't you suckle 
it?' says I. She looks up at me, and then at Jemmy, 
and shakes her head, and says nothing. I give my baby 
to Jemmy to hold, and went and sit down by her. He 
walked away a little; and I whispers to her again, *Why 
don't you suckle it?' and she whispers to me, *My milk's 
all dried up.' I couldn't wait to hear no more till I'd 
got her baby at my own breast. 

"That was the first time I suckled little Mary, 
ma'am. She wasn't a month old then, and, oh, so 
weak and small! such a mite of a baby compared to 
mine! 

"You may be sure, sir, that I asked the young woman 
lots of questions, while I was sitting side by side with 
her. She stared at me with a dazed look in her face, 
seemingly quite stupified by weariness or grief, or both 
sogether. Sometimes she give me an answer and some-* 
tinies she wouldn't. She was very secret. She would'nt 
iky where she come from, or who her friends were, or 
what her name was. She said she should never have 
name or home or friends again. I just quietly^ stole a 
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look down at her left hand, and saw that there was no 
wedding-ring on her finger, and guessed what she meant 
'Does the father know you're wandering about in this 
way?' says I. She flushes up directly; *l^oV says she, 
'he doesn't know where I am. He never had any love 
for me, and he has no pity for me now. God's curse on 
him wherever he goes!' — *0h hush! hush!' says I, 
'don't talk like that!' 'Why do you ask me questions?' 
says she more fiercely than ever. 'What business have 
you to ask me questions that make me mad?' 'I've 
only got one more to bother you with,' says I, quite 
cool; 'and that is, havn't you got any money at all with 
you?' You see, ma'am, now I'd got her child at my 
own bosom, I didn't care for what she said, or fear for 
what she might do to me. The poor mite of a baby 
was sure to be a peacemaker between us, sooner or 
later. 

"It turned out she'd got sixpence and a few half- 
pence — not a farthing more, and too proud to ask help from 
any one of her friends. I managed to worm out of her 
that she had run away from home before her confine- 
ment, and had gone to some strange place to be con- 
fined, where they'd ill-treated and robbed her. She 
hadn't long got away from the wretches who'd done it. 
By the time I'd found out all this, her baby was quite 
quiet, and ready to go to sleep. I gave it her back. 
She said nothing; but took and kissed my hand, her lips 
feeling like burning coals on my flesh. 'You're kindly 
welcome,' says I, a little flustered at such a queer way 
o' thanking me. 'Just wait a bit, while I speak to my 
husband.' Though she'd been and done wrong, I couldn't 
for the life of me help pitying her, for all her fierce 
ways. She was so young, and so forlorn and ill, and 
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had such a beautiful face (little Mary's is the image of 
it, specially about the eyes), and seemed so like a lady, 
that it was almost a sin, as I thought, to send her to 
such a place as a workhouse. , 

"Well: I went and told Jemmy all I had got out of 
her — my own baby kicking and crowing in my arms 
again, as happy as a king, all the time I was speaking. 
'It seems shocking,* says I, *to let" such as her go into a 
workhouse. What had we better do?' — Says Jemmy, 
'Lefs take her with us to the circus and ask Peggy 
Burke.* - 

."Peggy Burke, if you please, sir, was the finest rider 
that ever stepped on a horse's back. We've had nothing 
in our circus to come near her, since she went to 
Astley's. She was the wildest devil of an Irish girl — 
oh! I humbly beg your pardon, sir, for saying such a 
word; but she really was so wild, I hope you'U excuse 
it. She'd go through fire and water, as they say, to serve 
people she liked; but as for them she didn't, she'd often, 
use her riding-whip among 'em as free as her tongue. 
That cowardly brute Jubber would never have beaten 
my little Mary, if Peggy had been with us still! He 
was so frightened of her that she could twist him round 
her finger; and she did, for he durstn't quarrel with the 
best rider in England, and let other circuses get hold of 
her. Peggy was a wonderful sharp girl besides, and was 
always fond of me, and took my part; so when Jemmy 
said he thought it best to ask her what we had better 
do, you may be sure that I thought it best too. We 
took the young woman and the baby with us to the 
circus at once. She never asked any questions; she 
didn't seem to care where she went, or what she did; 
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she was dazed and desperate — a sights Ma'am, to make 
your heart ache. 

"They were just getting tea in the circus, which 
was nearly finished. We mostly tea and dinner there, 
sir; finding it come cheaper in the end to mess to- 
gether when we can. Peggy Burke, I remember, was 
walking about on the grass outside, whistling (that was 
one of her qtieer ways) *The girl I left behind me.' 
*Ah! Peck,' says she, 'what have you been after now? 
Who's the company lady ye've brought to tea with us?' 
I told her, sir, all I've just told you; while Jemmy set 
the young woman down on one of our trunks, and got 
her a cup of tea. *It seems dreadful,' says I when I'd 
done, *to send such as her to the workhouse, don't it?' 
'Workhouse!' says Peggy, firing up directly; *I only 
wish we could catch the man who's got her into the 
scrape, and put him in there on water-gruel for the rest 
of his Hfe. I'd give a shillin' a wheal out of my own- 
pocket for the blessed privilege of scoring his thief s 
face with my whip, till his own mother wouldn't know 
him!' And then she went on, sir, abusing all the men 
in her Irish way, which I can't repeat At last she 
stops, and claps me on the back. 'You're a darlin' old 
girl, Peck!' says she, 'and your friends are my friends. 
Stop where you are, and let me speak a word to the 
young woman on the trunk.' 

"After a little while she comes back, and says, 'I've 
done it. Peck! She's mighty close; and as proud as 
liucifer; but she's only a dressmaker, for- all that.' *A 
dressmaker!' says I; 'how did you find out she was a 
dressmaker?' *Why, I looked at her forefinger, in 
course,' says Peggy, 'and saw the pricks of the needle 
on ity and soon xnade her talk a bit after that She 
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knows fancy-work and cuttin* out — would ye ever 
have thought it? And TU show her how to give the 
workhouse the go-by to-morrow, if she only holds out, 
and keeps in her senses. Stop where you are, Peck! 
I'm going to make Jubber put his dirty hand into his 
pocket and pull out some money; and thafs a sight 
worth stoppin* to see any day in the week.' 

"I waited as she told me; and she called for Jubber, 
just as if he'd been her servant; and he come out of the 
circus. *I want ten shillings advance of wages for that 
lady on the trunk,' says Peggy. He laughed at her. 
*Show y6ur ugly teeth at me again,' says she, 'and I'll 
box your ears. I've my light hand for a horse's mouth, 
and my heavy hand for a man's cheek; you ought to 
know that by this time! Pull out the ten shillings.' 
*What for?' says he, frowning at her. *Just this,' says 
she. *I mean to leave your circus, unless I get those 
six character dresses you promised me; and the lady 
there can do them up beautiful. Pull out the ten 
shillings! for I've made up my mind to appear before 
the Bangbury public on Garryowen's back, aa six women 
at once.' 

"What she meant by this, sir, was that she was to 
have six different dresses on, one over another; and was 
to go galloping round the ring on Garryowen (which was 
a horse), beginning, I think it was, as Empress of Boossia; 
and then throwing off the top dress without the horse 
stopping, and showing next as some famous French' 
woman, in the dress underneath; and keeping on so with 
different nations, till she got down to the last dress, 
which was to be Britannia and the Union-Jack. We'd 
got bits of remnants, and old dresses and things to make 
and alter, but hadn't anybody clev^ enough at cutting 
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out, and what they call 'Costoom/ to do what Peggy 
wanted — Jubber being too stingy to pay the regular 
people who understand such things. The young woman, 
knowing as she did about fancy work, was just what was 
wanted, if she could only get well enough to use her 
needle. *I'll see she works &e money out,' says Peggy; 
*but she's dead beat to-night, and must have her rest 
and bit o' supper, before she begins to-morrow.' Jubber 
wanted to give less than ten shillings; but between 
threatening and saying it should buy twenty shillings' 
worth of tailor's work, she got the better of him. And 
he gave the money, sulky enough. 

• "*Kow,' says Pe^y, 'you take her away, and get her 
a lodging in the place where you're staying; and PU 
come to-morrow with some of the things to make up.' 
But, ah dear me, sir, she was never to work as much as 
sixpence of that ten shillings out. She was took bad in 
the night, and got so much worse in the morning that 
we had to send for the doctor. 

''As soon as he'd seen her, he takes me into the 
passage, and says he to me, 'Do you know who her 
Mends are?' 'No, sir,' says I; 'I can't get her to teE 
me. I only met her by accident yesterday.' 'Try Mid 
find out again,' says he; 'for Pm afraid she won't live 
over the night. Pll come back in the evening and see 
if there is any change.' 

"Peggy and me went into her room together; but we 
couldn't even get her. to speak to us for ever so long a 
time. All at once she cries out, 'I can't see things as I 
ought. Where's the woman who suckled my baby when 
I was alone by the roadside?' 'Here,' says I — 'here; 
Pve got hold of your hand. Do teU us where we can 
write to about yoiu' 'WiU you promise to take care of 
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my baby, and not let it go into the workhouse?' says 
she. 'Yes. I promise/ says I; *I do indeed promise with 
my whole heart/ *Well all take care of the baby/ says 
Peggy; 'only you try and cheer up, and you'll get weU 
enough to see me on Garryowen's back, before we leave 
Bangbury — you will for certain, if you cheer up a bit' 
*I give my baby,' she says, clutching tight at my hand, 
*to the woman who suckled it by the roadside; and I 
pray God to bless her and forgive me^ for Jesus Christ's 
sake.' After that, she lay quite quiet for a minute or 
two. Then she says faintly, *Its name's to be Mary. 
Put it into bed to me again; I should like to touch its 
cheek, and feel how soft and warm it is, once more.' 
And I took the baby out of its crib, and lifted it, asleep 
as it was, into the bed by her side, and guided her hand 
up to its cheek. I saw her lips move a little; and bent 
down over her. *Give me one kiss,' she whispers, 'be- 
fore I die.' And I kissed her, and tried to stop crying 
as I did it. Then I says to Peggy, *You wait here 
while I run and fetch the doctor back; for I'm afraid 
she's going fast.' He wasn't at home when I got to his 
house. I didn't know what to do next, when I see a 
gentleman in the street who looked like a clergyman, 
and 1 asked him if he was one; and he said 'Yes;' and 
he went back with me. I heard a low wailing and cry- 
ing in the room, and saw Peggy sitting on the bundle of 
dresses she'd brought in the morning, rocking herself 
backwards and forwards as Irish people always do when 
they're crying. I went to the bed, and looked through 
the curtains. The baby was still sleeping as pretty as 
ever, and its mother's hand was touching one of its arms. 
I was just going to speak to her again, when the clergy- 
man said 'Hush/ and took a bit of looking-glass that was 
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set up on the chimney-piece, and- held it over her lips. 
She was gone. Her poor -white wasted hand lay dead 
on the living baby's arm. 

"I answered all the clergyman's questions quite straight 
forward, telling him everything I knew from beginning 
to end. When I'd done, Peggy starts up from the bundle, 
and says, *Mind, sir, whatever you do, the child's not to 
be took away from this person here, and sent to the 
workhouse. The mother give it to her on that very bed, 
and I'm a witness of it' *And I promised to be a mo- 
ther to the baby, sir,' says I. He turns round to me, 
and praises me for what I done, and says nobody shall 
take it away from me, unless them as can show their 
right comes forward to claim it. *But now,' says he, 
*we must think of other things. We must try and find 
out something about this poor woman who has died in 
such a melancholy way.' 

"It was easier to say that than to do it. The poor 
thing had nothing with her but a change of linen i'or 
herself and the child, and that gave us no clue. Then 
we searched her pocket. There was a cambric hand- 
kerchief in it, marked *M.G.'; and some bits of rusks to 
sop for the child; and the sixpence and half-pence which 
she had when I met her; and beneath all, in a comer 
as if it had been forgotten there, a small Hair Bracelet 
It was made of two kinds of hair — very little of one 
kind, and a good deal of the other. And on the fiat 
clasp of the bracelet there was cut in tiny letters, '/» 
memory of S.G,' 1 remember all this, sir, for I've often 
and often looked at the bracelet since that time. 

"We found nothing more; no letters, or cards, or 
anything. The clergyman said that the 'M.G,' on the 
handkerchief must be the initials of her name; and the 
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*S.G.' on the bracelet must mean, he thought, some re- 
lation whose hair she wore as a sort of keepsake. I re- 
member Peggy and me wondering which was 8.G.'s 
hair; and who the other person might be, whose hair 
was wove into the bracelet. But the clei^yman he soon 
cut us short by asking for pen, ink, and paper directly. 
Tm going to write out an advertisement,' says he, 
'saying how you met with the young woman, and what 
she was like, and how she was dressed.' *Do you mean 
to say anything about the baby, sir?' says I. * Cer- 
tainly,' says he, *it's only right if we get at her friends 
by advertising, to give them the chance of doing 
something for the child. And if they live anywhere in 
this county, I believe we shall find them out; for the 
Banghury Chronicle^ into which I mean to put the ad- 
vertisement, goes everywhere in our part of Ei^land.' 

" So he sits down, and writes what he said he would, 
and takes it away to be printed in the next day's num- 
ber of the newspaper. 'If nothing comes of this,' says 
he, *I think I can manage about the burial with a clm- 
ritable society here. I'll take care and inform you the 
moment the advertisement's answered.' I hardly know 
how it was, sir; but I almost hoped they wouldn't 
answer it Having suckled the baby myself, and kissed 
its mother before she died, I couldn't make up my mind 
to the chance of its being took away fix)m me just then. 
I ought to have thought how poor we were, and how 
hard it would be for us to bring the child up. But, 
somehow, I never did think of that — no more did 
^®ggy — ^0 more did Jemmy; not even when we put 
the baby to bed that night along with our own. 

"Well, sir, sure enough, two days after the adr 
vertisement come out, it was answered in tlie cruellest 
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letter I ever set eyes on. The clergyman he come to 
me with it. *It was left this evening/ says he, *hy a 
strange messenger, who went away directly. I told my 
servant to follow him, but it was too late — he was out 
of sight' Tlxe letter was very short, and we thought it 
was in a woman's handwriting — a feigned handwriting 
the clergyman said. There was no name signed, and 
no date at top or bottom. Inside it there was a ten 
pound bank-note; and the person as sent it, wrote that 
it was enclosed to bury the young woman decently. 
'She was better dead than alive' — the letter went on 
— 'after having disgraced her father and her relations. 
As for the child, it was the child of sin; and had no 
claim on people who desired to preserve all that was 
left of their good name, and to set a moral example to 
others. The parish must support it if nobody else would. 
It would be useless to attempt to trace them, or to ad- 
vertise again. The baby's father had disappeared: they 
didn't know where; and could hold no communication 
now with such a monster of wickedness, even if they 
did. She was dead in her shame and her sin; and her 
name should never be mentioned among them she be- 
longed to, henceforth for ever.' 

"This was what I remember in the letter, sir. 
A shocking and unchristian letter, 1 said; and the cler- 
gyman he said so, too. 

"She was buried in the poor comer of the church- 
yard. They marked out the place, in case anybody 
should ever want to see it, by cutting the two letters 
M.G., and the date of when she died, upon a board of 
wood at the head of the grave. The clei^man then 
give me the hair bracelet and the handkerchief; and 
said, 'you keep these as careful as you keep the child, 
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for they may be of great importance one of these days. 
I shall seal up the letter (which is addressed to me) and 
put in my strong box.' He'd asked me, before this, if 
Fd thought of what a responsibility it was for such as 
me to provide for the baby. And I told him Fd pro- 
mised, and would keep my promise, and trust to (rod's 
providence for the rest. The clergyman was a very kind 
gentleman, and got up a subscription for the poor babe; 
and Pe^y Burke, when she had her benefit before the 
circus left Bangbury, give half of what she got as her 
subscription. I never heard nothing about the child's 
friends from that time to this; and I know no more 
who its father is now than I did then. And glad I am 
that he's never come forward — though, perhaps, 
I oughtn't to say so. I keep the hair bracelet and the 
handkerchief as careful as the clergyman told me, for 
the mother's sake as well as 'the child's. Fve known 
some sorrow with her since I took her as my own: but 
I love her only the dearer for it, and still think the day 
a happy day for both of us, when I first stopped and 
suckled her by the road-side. 

"This is all I have to say, if you please, sir, about 
how I first met with little Mary; and I wish I could 
have told it in a way that was more fit for such as you 
to hear." 



Digitized by 



Google 



HIDE iXD SEEK. 125 



CHAPTER TIL 

The Story. — Part Second. 

As the clown's wife ended her narrative, but little 
was said in the way of comment on it, by those who 
had listened to her. They were too much affected by 
what they had heard, to speak, as yet, except briefly 
and in low voices. Mrs. Joyce more than once raised 
her handkerchief to her eyes. Her husband murmured 
some cordial words of sympathy and thanks — in an 
unusually subdued manner, however. Valentine said 
nothing; but he drew his chair close to Mrs. Peckover, 
and turning his face away as if he did not wish it to be 
seen, took her hand in one of his and patted it gently 
with the other. There was now perfect silence in the 
room for a few minutes. Then they all looked out with 
one accord, and as it seemed with one feeling, towards 
the garden. 

Li a shady place, just visible among the trees, the 
rector's daughters, and little Mary, and the great New- 
foundland dog were all sitting together on the grass. 
The two young ladies appeared to be fastening a garland 
of flowers round the child's neck, while she was play- 
fully offering a nosegay for Leo to smell at The sight 
was homely and simple enough; but it'wsui full of the 
tenderest interest — after the narrative which had just 
engaged them — to those who now witnessed it. They 
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looked out on the garden scene silently for some little 
time. Mrs. Joyce was the first to speak again. 

"Would it be asking too much of you, Mrs. Peck- 
over/' said she, "to enquire how the poor little thing 
really met with the accident that caused her misfortune? 
I know there is an account of it in the bills of the cir- 
cus, but — " 

"It^s the most infamous and disgusting thing I ever 
read!" interrupted Mr. Blyth indignantly. "The man 
who wrote it ought to be put in the pillory. I never 
remember wanting to throw a rotten egg at any of my 
fellow-creatures before — but I feel certain that I should 
enjoy having a shy at Mr. Jubber!" 

"Gently, Valentine — gently," interposed the rector. 
"I think, my love," he continued, turning to Mrs. Joyce, 
"that it is hardly considerate to Mrs. Peckover to expect 
her to comply with your request. She has already sa- 
crificed herself once to our curiosity; and, really, to ask 
her now to recur a second time to recollections which I 
am sure must distress her — " 

"It's worse than distressing, indeed, sir, even to 
think of that dreadful accident," said Mrs. Peckover, 
"and specially as I can't help taking some blame to my- 
self for it. But if the lady wishes to know how it -hap- 
pened, Tm sure Pm agreeable to tell her. People in our 
way of life, ma'am — as I've often heard Peggy Burke 
say — are obliged to dry the tear at their eyes, long 
before it's gone from their hearts. But pray don't think, 
sir, I mean that now, about myself, and in your com- 
pany. If I <io feel low at talking of little Mary's mis- 
fortune, I can take a look out into the garden there, and see" 
how happy she is — and that's safe to set me right again." 

"I ought to tell you first, sir," proceeded the clown's 
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wife, after waiting thonghtfiilly for a mdment or two be- 
fore she spoke again, "that I got on much better 'with 
little Mary than ever I thought I should, for the first six 
years of her life. She grew up so pretty, that gentle- 
folks was always noticing her, and asking^ about her; 
and nearly in every place the circus went to they made 
her presents, which helped nicely in her keep and clothing. 
And our own people too, petted her and were fbnd of 
her. All those six years we got on as pleasantly as 
could be; it was not till she was near her seventh birth- 
day, that I was wicked and foolish enough to consent to 
her being shown in the performances. 

"I was sorely tried and tempted before I did consent. 
Jubber first said he wanted her to perform with the 
riders, and I said *No,* at once — though I was awftd 
frightened of him in those days. But soon after, Jemmf 
(who wasn't the clown then that he is now, sir; there 
was others to be got for his money, to do what he did at 
that time) — Jemmy comes to me, saying he's afraid he 
shall lose his place, if I don't give in about Mary. This 
staggered me a good deal; for I don't know what we 
should have done then, if my husband had lost his 
engagement. And, besides, there was the poor dear 
child herself, who was mad to be carried up in the air 
on horseback; always begging and praying to be made a 
little rider of. And all the rest of 'em in the circus 
worried and laughed at me; and, in short, I give in at 
last against my conscience, but I couldn't help it. 

"I made a bargain though, that she should only be 
trusted to the steadiest, soberest man, and the best rider 
of the whole lot They called him *Muley' in the bills, 
and stained his face to make him look like a Turk, or 
semething of that sort; but his real name was Francis 
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Yapp, and a very good fatberly sort of man be was in 
his way, haying a family of his own to look after. He 
used to ride splendid, at full straddle, with three horses 
under him — one foot, you know, sir, being on the 
outer horse's back, and one foot on the inner. 
Him. and Jubber made it out together that he was 
to act a wild man, flying for his life across some desert, 
with his only child, and poor little Mary was to be the 
child. They darkened her face to look like his; and put 
an outlandish kind of white dress on her; and buckled 
a red belt round her waist, with a sort of handle in it 
for Yapp to hold her by. After first making believe in 
all sorts of ways, that him and the child was in danger 
of being taken and shot, he had to make believe after- 
wards that they had escaped; and to hold her up, in a 
sort of triumph, at the full stretch of his arm — gal- 
loping* round and round the ring all the while. He was 
a tremendous strong man, and could do it as easy as I 
could hold up a bit of that plum cake. 

"Poor little love! she soon got over the first fright 
of the thing, and had a sort of mad fondness for it that 
I never liked to see, for it wasn't natural to her. Yapp 
he said, she'd got the heart of a lion, and would grow 
up the finest woman-rider in the world. I was very 
unhappy about it, and lived a miserable life, always 
fearing some accident. But for some time, nothing near 
an accident happened; and lots of money come into the 
circus to see Yapp •and little Mary — but that was 
Jubber's luck and not ours. One night — she was a 
little better than seven year old — 

"Oh, ma'am, how I ever lived over that dreadful 
night I don't know! I was a sinful miserable wretch 
not to have starved sooner than let the child go into 
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danger; but I was so sorely tempted and driven to it, 
God knows! — No, sir! no, ma'am; and many thanks 
for your kindness, 1*11 go on now Tve begun. Don't 
mind me crying; Fll m£inage to tell it somehow. The 
strap — no, I mean the handle; the handle in the strap 
give way all of a sudden — just at the last too! just at 
the worst time, when he couldn't catch her! — 

"Never — oh, never, never, to my dying day shall 
I forget the horrible screech that went up from the 
whole audience; and the sight of the white thing lying 
huddled dead-still on the boards! We hadn't such a 
number in as usual that night; and she fell on an empty 
place between the benches. I got knocked down by the 
horses in running to her — I was clean out of my 
senses — and didn't know where I was going — Yapp 
had fallen among them, and hurt himself badly, trying 
to catch her — they were running wild in the ring — 
the horses was — frantic-like with the noise all round 
them. I got up somehow, and a crowd of people jostled 
me, and I saw my innocent darling carried among them. 
I felt hands on me, trying to pull me back; but I broke 
away, and got into the waiting-room along with the rest. 

"There she was — my own, own little Mary, that 
rd promised her poor mother to take care of — there 
she was, lying all white and still on an old box, with 
my cloak rolled up as a pillow for her. And people 
crowding round her. And a doctor feeling her head all 
over. And Yapp among them, held up by two men, 
with his face all over blood. I wasn't able to speak or 
move; I didn't feel as if I was breathing even, till the 
doctor stopped, and looked up; and then a great shudder 
went through all of us together, as if we'd been one 
body, instead of twenty or more. 
Hido and Seek I. 9 



Digitized by 



Google 



130 HIDB A3SIi SEEK. 

" 'If s not killed her/ says the doctor. *Her brain's 
escaped injury.' 

"I didn't hear another word. 

"I don't know how long it was before I seemed to 
wake up like, with a dreadful feeling of pain and tearing 
of everything inside me. I was on the landlady's bed, 
and Jemmy was standing over me with a bottle of salts. 
'They've put her to bed,' he says to me, 'and the doctor's 
setting her arm.' I didn't recollect at lirst; but when I 
did, it was almost as bad as seeing the dreadful accident 
all over again. 

"It was some time before any of us found out what 
had really happened. The breaking of her arm , the 
doctor said, had saved her head; which was only cut and 
bruised a little, not half as bad as was feared. Bay 
after day, and night .after night, I sat by her bedside, 
comforting her through her fever, and the pain of the 
splints on her arm, and never once suspecting — no 
more I beHeve than she did — the awful misfortune 
that had really happened. She was always wonderful 
quiet and silent for a child, poor lamb, in little illnesses 
that she'd had before; and, somehow, I didn't wonder — 
at least, at first — why she never said a word, and 
never answered me when I spoke to her. 

"This went on, though, after she got better in her 
health; and a strange look come over her eyes. They 
seemed to be always wondering, and frightened in a con- 
fused way about something or other. She took, too, to 
rolling her head about restlessly from one side of the 
pillow to the other; making a sort of muttering and hum- 
ming now and then, but still never seeming to notice or 
to care for anything I said to her. One day, I waa 
warming her a nice cup of beef-tea over the fire, when 



Digitized by 



Google 



HIDE AND SEEK. 131 

I heard, quite sudden and quite plain, these words from 
where she lay on the hed, — 'Why are you always so 
quiet here? Why doesn't somebody speak to me?' 

"I knew there wasn't another soul in the room but 
the poor child at that time; and yet, the voice as spoke 
those words was no more like little Mary's voice, than 
my voice, sir, is like yours. It sounded, somehow, 
hoarse and low, and deep and faint, all at the same 
time; the strangest, shockingest voice to come from a 
child, who always used to speak so clearly and prettily 
before, that ever I heard. If I was only cleverer with 
my words, ma'am, and could tell you about it properly — 
but I can't. I only know it gave me such a turn to 
hear her, that t upset th^ beef-tea and ran back in fright to 
the bed. *Why, Mary! Mary!' says I, quite loud, *are 
you so well already that you're trying to imitate Mr. 
Jubber's gruff voice?' 

"There was fhe sa&e wondering look in her eyes — 
only wilder than I had ever seen it yet — while I was 
speaking. When I'd done, she says in the same strange 
way, * Speak out, mother; I can't hear you when you 
whisper like that.' She was as long saying these words, 
and bungled over them as much, as if she was only just 
leaming^ to speak. I think I got the first suspicion then, 
of what had leaUy happened. *Mary!' I bawled out as 
loud as I could, 'Mary! can't you hear me now?* She 
shook her head, and stared up at me with the frightened 
bewildered look again: then seemed to get pettish and 
impatient all of a sudden — the first time I ever saw 
her .so — and hid her face from me on the pillow. 

"Just then -the doctor come in. *0h, sir!' says I, 
whispering to him — just as if I hadn't found out a 
minute ago that she couldn't hear me at the top of my 
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voice -^ Tm aJfraid there's something gone wrong with 
her hearing — •/ 'Have you only just now suspected 
that?' says hejTve been afraid of it for some days past, 
but I thought 'it best to say nothing till Fd tried her; 
and she's hardly well enough yet, poor child, to be 
worried with experiments on her ears/ 'She's much 
better,* says I; 'indeed, she's much better to-day, sir! 
Oh, do try her now, for if s. so dreadful to be in doubt a 
moment longer than, we can help.' 

"He went up to the bedside, and I followed him. 
She was lying with her face hidden away from us on 
the pillow, just as it was when I left her. The doctor 
says to me, 'Don't disturb' her, don't let her look round, 
so that she can see us — Fm going to call to her.' And 
he called 'Mary' out loud, twice; and she never moved. 
The third time he tried her, it was with such a shout at 
the top of his voice, that the landlady come up, thinking 
something had happened. I was lookiiig*over his shoulder, 
and saw that my dear child never started in the least 
'Poor little thing,* says the doctor, quite sorrowftd, 'this 
is worse than I expected.' He stooped down and touched 
her, as he said this; and she turned round directly, and 
put out her hand to have her pulse felt as usual. I tried 
to get out of her sight, for I was crying, and didn't wish 
her to see it; but she was too sharp for me. She looked 
hard in my face and the landlady's, then in the doctor's, 
which was downcast enough; for he had got very fond of her, 
just as everybody else did who saw much of little Mary. 

" 'What's the matter?* she says, in the same sort of 
strange unnatural voice again. We tried to pacify her; 
but only made her worse. 'Why do yoji keep on whis- 
pering?' she asks. 'Why don't you speak out loud, so 
that I can — ,' and then she stopped, seemingly in a sort 
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of helpless fright and bewilderment. She tried to get up 
in bed, and her face turned red all over. 'Can she read 
writing?' says the doctor. *0h, yes, sir,* says I; 'she 
can read and write beautiful for a child of her age; my 
husband taught her.* 'Get me paper and pen and ink 
directly,* says he to the landlady; who went at once and 
got him what he wanted. 'We must quiet her at all 
hazards,* says the doctor, 'or she*ll excite herself into 
another attack of fever. She feels what's the matter 
with her, but don*t understand it; and Tm going to tell 
her by means of this paper. It*s a risk,* he says, writing 
down on, the paper in large letters. You Are Deaf; 'but 
I must try aU I can do for her ears immediately; and 
this will prepare her,* says he, going to the bed, and 
holding the paper before her eyes. 

"She shrank back on the pillow, as still as death, 
the instant she saw it; but didn*t cry, and looked more 
puzzled and astonished, I should say, than distressed. 
But she was breathing dreadful quick — I felt that, as 
I stooped down and kissed her. 'She*s too young,* says 
the doctor, 'to know what the extent of her calamity 
really is. You stop here and keep her quiet till I come 
back, for I trust the case is not hopeless yet.* 'But 
whatever has made her deaf, sir?* says the landlady, 
opening the door for him. 'The shock of that fall in 
the circus,* says he, going out in a very great hurry. I 
thought I should never have held up my head again, as 
I heard them words, looking at little Mary, with my 
arm round her neck all the time. 

"Well, sir, the doctor come back; and he syringed 
her ears first — and that did no good. Then he tried 
blistering, and then he put on leeches; and still it was 
no use. 'I'm afraid it is a hopeless case,* says he; 'but 
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there's a doctor who's had more pradice than Pye had 
with deaf people, who comes from where he lives to our 
Dispensary once a week. To-morrow's his day, and Pll 
bring him here with me.' 

''Aj)d he did bring this gentleman, as he promised 
he would — an old gentleman, with such a pleasant way 
of speaking that I understood ever3^hing he said to me 
directly. *rm afraid you must make up your mind to 
the worst,' says he. *I have been hearing about the 
poor child from my friend who's attended her; and I'm 
sorry to say I don't think there's much hope.' Then he 
goes to the bed and looks at her. 'Ah,' says he, 'there's 
just the same expression in her face that I remember 
seeing in a mason's boy — a patient of mine — who 
fell off a ladder, and lost his hearing altogether by the 
shock. You don't hear what I'm saying, do you, my 
dear?' says he in a hearty cheerful way. 'You don't 
hear me saying that you're the prettiest little girl I ever 
saw in my life?' She looked up at him confused, and 
quite silent. He didn't speak to her again, but told me 
to turn her on the bed, so that he could get at one of 
her ears. 

"He pulled out some instruments, while I did what 
he asked, smd put them into her ear, but so tenderly 
that he never hurt her. Then he looked in, through a 
sort of queer spy-glass thing. Then he did it all over 
again with the other ear; and then he laid down the 
instruments 8ind pulled out his watch. 'Write on a piece 
of paper,' says he to the other doctor: '/)o you know that 
the watch is ticking?' When this was done, he makes 
signs to little Mary to open her mouth, and puts as much 
of his watch in as would go between her teeth, while the 
other doctor holds up the paper before her. When he 
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took the watch out again, she shook her head, and said, 
'No/ just in th*e same strange voice |as ever. The c^d 
gentleman didn't speak a word as he put the watch back 
in his fob; but I saw by his face that he thought it was 
all over with her hearing, after what had just happened. 

*'*0h, try and do something for her, sir!' says I. 'Oh, 
for God's sake, don't give her up, sir!' 'My good soul,* 
says he, 'You must set her an example of cheerfulness, 
and keep up her spirits — that* s all that can be done for 
her now.' 'Not all^ sir,' says I, 'surely not all!* 'Indeed 
it is,' says he; 'her hearing's completely gone; the ex- 
periment with my watch proves it. I had an exactly 
similar case with the mason's boy,' he says, turning to 
the other doctor. 'The shock of that fall has, I believe, 
paralysed the auditory nerve in her, as it did in him.' I 
remember those words exactly, sir, tiiough I didn't quite 
understand them at the time. But he explained himself 
to me very kindly; telling me over again, in a plain 
way, what he'd just told the do9tor. He reminded me, 
too, that the remedies which had been already tried had 
been of no use; and told me I might feel sure that any 
others would only end in the same way, and put her to 
useless pain into the bargain. 'I hope,' says he, 'the 
poor child is too young to suffer much mental misery 
under her dreadful misfortune. Keep her amused, and 
keep her talking, if you possibly can — though I doubt 
very much whether, in a little time, you won't fail com- 
pletely in getting her to speak at all.' 

"'Don't say that, sir,' says I; 'don't say she'll be 
dumb as well as deaf; it's enough to break one's heart 
only to think of it.' 'But I must say so,' says he; 'for 
I'm afraid it's the truth.' And then he asks me whether 
I hadn't noticed already that she was unwilling to speak; 
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and that, when she did speak, her voice wasn't the same 
voice it used to be. I said 'Yes/ to that; and asked him 
whether the fall had had |anything to do with it He 
said, taking me up very short, it had everything to do 
with it, because the fall had made her, what they call) 
stone deaf, which prevented her from hearing the sound 
of her own voice. So it was changed, he told me, be- 
cause she had no ear now to guide herself by in speaking, 
and couldn't know in the least whether the few words 
she said were spoken soft or loud, or deep or clear. *So 
far as the poor child herself is concerned,' says he, *she 
might as well be without a voice at all; for she has 
nothing but her memory left to tell her that she has 
one.' 

"I burst out a-crying as he said this; for somehow I'd 
never thought of anything so dreadful before. *rve been 
a little too sudden in telling you the worst, havn't I?' 
says the old gentleman kindly; 'but you must be taught 
how to make up your mind to meet the frill extent of 
this misfortune for the sake of the child,, whose future 
comfort and happiness depend greatly on you.' And then 
he bid me keep up her reading and writing, and force 
her to use her voice as much as I could, by every means 
in my power. He told me I should £nd her grow more 
and more unwilling to speak every day, just for the 
shocking reason that she couldn't hear a single word she 
said, or a single tone of her own voice. He warned me 
that she was already losing the wish and the want to 
speak; and that it would very soon be little short of ab- 
solute pain to her to be made to say even a few words; 
but he begged and prayed me not to let my good-nature 
get the better of my prudence on that account, and not 
to humour her, however I might feel tempted to do so 
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— for if I did, she would be dumb as well as deaf most 
certainly. He told me my own common sense would 
show me the reason why; but I suppose I was too dis- 
tressed or too stupid to imderstand things as I ought. 
He had to explain it to me in so many words, that if 
she wasn't constantly exercised in speaking, she would 
lose her power of speech altogether, for want of practice 

— just the same as if she'd been bom dumb. 'So, once 
again,' says he, 'mind you make her use her voice. 
Don't give her her dinner, unless she asks for it Treat 
her severely in that way, poor little soul, because ifs 
for her own good.' 

"It was all very well for him to say that, but it was 
impossible for me to do it. The dear child, ma'am, 
seemed to get used to her misfortune, except when we 
tided to make her speak. It was the saddest, prettiest 
sight in the world to see how patiently and bravely she 
bore with her hard lot from the first. As she grew 
better in her health, she kept up her reading, and 
writing quite cleverly with my husband and me; and 
all her nice natural cheerful ways come back to her just 
the same as ever. I've read or heard somewhere, sir, 
about God's goodness in tempering the wind to the shorn 
lamb. I don't know who said that first; but it might 
well have been spoken on account of my own darling 
Httle Mary, in those days. ' Instead of us being the first 
to comfort her, it was she that was first to comfort us. 
And so she's gone on ever since — bless her heart! 
Only treat her kindly, and, in spite of her misfortune, 
she's the merriest, happiest little thing — the easiest 
pleased and amused, I do believe, that ever lived. 

"If we were wrong in not forcing her to speak more 
than we did, I must say this much for me and my hus- 
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band, that we hadn't the heart to make her miserable 
and keep on tormenting her from morning to night, 
when she was always happy and comfortabiB if we 
would only let her alcme. We tried our best for some 
time to do what the gentleman^ told us; but* ifs so hard 
— as youVe found I dare say, ma'am — not to end by 
humouring them you love! I never see the tear in her 
eye, except when we forced her to speak to us; and 
then she always cried, and was fretful and out of sorts 
for the whole day. It seemed such a dreadiul difficulty 
and pain to her to say only two or three words; and 
the shocking husky moaning voice that sounded some- 
how as if it didn't belong to her never changed. My 
husband first give up worrying her to speak. He prac- 
tised her with her book and writing, but let her have 
her own will in everything else; and he teached her all 
sorts of tricks on the cards, for amusement, which was 
a good way of keeping her going with her reading and 
her pen pleasantly, by reason, of course, of him and her 
being obliged to put down everything they had to say 
to each other on a little slate that we bought for her 
after she got weU. 

"It was Mary's own notion, if you please, ma'am, 
to have the slate always hanging at her side. Poor dear! 
she thought it quite a splendid ornament, and was as 
proud of it as could be. Jemmy, being neat-handed at 
such things, did the frame over for her prettily with red 
morocco, and got our property-man to do it all round 
with a bright golden border. And then we hung it at 
her side, with a nice little bit of silk cord — just atf you 
see it now. 

"I held out in making her speak some time after 
my husband: but at last I give in too. I know it was 
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wrong and selfish of me; but I got a fear that she 
wouldn't like me as well as she used to do, and would 
take more kindly to Jemmy than to me, if I went on. 
Oh^ how happy she was the first day I wrote down on 
her slate that I wouldn't worry her about speaking any 
more! She jumped up on my knees — bemg always as 
.nimble as a squirrel — and kissed me over and over 
again with all her heart For the rest of the day she 
run about the room, and all over the house, like a mad 
thing, and when Jemmy -come home at night from per- 
forming, she would get out of bed and romp with him, 
and ride pickaback on him, and try and imitate the 
funny faces she'd seen him make in the ring. I do be- 
lieve, sir, that was the first regular happy night we had 
all had together, since the dreadful time when she met 
with her accident. 

"Long after that, my conscience was uneasy though, 
at times, about giving in as I had. At last, I got a 
chance of speaking to another doctor about little Mary; 
and he told me that if we had kept her up in her 
speaking ever so severely, it would still have been a 
pain and a difficulty to her to say her words, to her 
dying day. He said too, that he felt sure — though he 
couldn't not explain it to me — that people afflicted 
with such stone deafness as hers didn't feel the loss of 
speech, because they never had the want to use their 
speech; and that they took to making signs, and writing, 
and such like, quite kindly as a sort of second nature 
to them. This comforted me, and settled my mind a 
good deal. I hope in God what the gentleman said was 
true; for if I was in fault in letting her have her own 
way and be happy, if s past mending by this time. For 
more than two years, ma'am, I've never heard her say a 
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single word, no more than if she'd been bom dumb, and 
it's my belief that all the doctors in the world couldn't 
make her speak now. 

"Perhaps, sir, you might wish to know how she 
first come to show her tricks on the cards in the circus. 
There was no danger in her doing that, I know — and 
yet rd have given almost everything I have, not to let , 
her be shown about as she is. But I was threatened 
again, in the vilest, wickedest way — I hardly know 
how to tell it, gentlemen, in the presence of such as you 
— Jubber, you must know — " 

Just as Mrs. Peckover, with very painful hesitation, 
pronounced the last words, the hall clock of the Eoctory 
struck two. She heard it, and stopped instantly. 

"Oh, if you please, sir, was that two o'clock?" she 
asked, starting up with a look of alarm. 

"Yes, Mrs. Peckover," said the rector; "but really 
after having been indebted to you for so much that has 
deeply interested and affected us, we can't possibly 
think of letting you and little Mary leave the Kectory 
yet." 

"Indeed we must, sir; and many thanks to you for 
wanting to keep us longer," said Mrs. Peckover. "What 
I was going to say isn't much; it's quite as well you 
shouldn't hear it — and indeed, indeed, ma'am, we 
must go directly. I told this gentleman here, Mr. Blyth, 
when I come in, that Pd stolen to you unawares, under 
pretence of taking little Mary out for a walk. If we 
are not back to the two o'clock dinner in the circus, if s 
unknown what Jubber may not do. He's the cruellest 
tyrant — this gentleman will tell you how infamously 
he treated the poor child last night — we must go, sir, 
for her sake; or else — " 
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"Stop!" cried Yalentine, all his suppressed excitabi- 
lity bursting bounds in an instant, as he took Mrs. Peck- 
over by the arm, and pressed her back ^to her chair. 
"Stop! — hear me; I must speak — ifs no use shaking 
your head aud frowning at me, doctor — I must speak, 
or I shall go out of my senses! Don't interrupt me, 
Mrs. Peckover; you shan't get up — no, you good, ex- 
cellent, kind-hearted soul, you shan't get up! Look here; 
you must never take that little angel of a child near 
Jubber again — no, never! By heavens! if I thought 
he was likely to touch her any more, I should go mad, 
and murder him! — Let me alone, doctor! I beg Mrs. 
Joyce's pardon for behaving like this; I'll never do it 
again. Be quiet, all of you! I must take the child 
home with me — oh, Mrs. Peckover, don't, don't say 
no! I'll make her as happy as the day is long. I've no 
child of my own: I'll watch over her, and love her, and 
teach her all my life. I've got a poor, suffering, bed- 
ridden wife at home, who would think such a companion 
as little Mary the greatest blessing God could send her. 
My own dear, patient Lawie! Oh, doctor, doctor! think 
how kind Lawie would be to that afl^cted little child; 
and try if you can't make Mrs. Peckover consent. I can't 
speak any more — I know I'm wrong to burst out in 
this way; and I beg all your pardons for it, I do in- 
deed! Speak to her, doctor — pray speak to her directly, 
if you don't want to make me miserable for the rest of 
my life!" 

With these words, Yalentine darted precipitately into 
the garden, and made straight for the spot where the 
little girls were still sitting together in their shady 
resting-place amoi^ the trees. • 

The clown's wife had sat very pale and very quiet, 
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under the whole overwhelming torrent of Mr. Blyth's 
apostrophes , exclamations, and entreaties. She seemed 
quite unable to speak, after he was fairly gone; and 
only looked round in a very bewildered way at the 
rector, with fear as well as amazement expressed vividly 
in her hearty, healthy face. 

"Pray compose yourself, Mrs. Peckover," said Doctor 
Joyce; "and kindly give me your best attention to what 
I am about to say. Let me beg you, in the first place, 
to excuse Mr. Bljrth's. odd behaviour, which I see has 
startled and astonished you. He has an unusually ex- 
citable nature, which makes him quite incapable of pre- 
serving his self-control whenever his feelings are greatly 
interested on any subject. But; however wildly he may 
talk, I assure you he meaos honourably and truthfully 
in all that he says. You will understand this better if 
you will let me temperately explain to you the proposal, 
which he has just made so abruptly and confusedly in 
his own words." 

"Proposal, sir!" exclaimed Mrs. Peckover faintly, 
looking more frightened than ever — "Proposal! Oh, 
sir! you don't mean to say that you're going to ask me 
to part from little Mary?" 

"I will ask you to do nothing that your own good 
sense and kind heart may not approve," answered the 
rector. "In plain terms tiien, and not to waste time by 
useless words of preface, my friend, Mr. Blyth, feels 
such admiration for your little Mary, and such a desire 
to help her as far as may be, in her great misfortune, 
that he is willing and eager to make her future prospects 
in life his own peculiar care, by adopting her as his 
daughter. This offer, though coming, as I am aware, 
from a perfect stranger, can hardly astonish you, I think, 
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if you reflect on the unusually strong claims which the 
child has to the compassion and kindness of all her fellow- 
creatures. Other strangers, as you have told us, have 
shown the deepest interest in her on many occasions; it 
is not therefore at all wonderful that a gentleman, whose 
sensitively affectionate nature, and whose Christian inte- 
grity of motive I have had ample opportunities of testing 
during a friendship of nearly twenty years, should prove 
the sincerity of his admiration for the poor child, and 
his anxiety to promote her future welfare, hy such a 
proposal as I have now communicated to you." 

"Don't ask me to say yes to it, sir!" pleaded Mrs. 

Peckover with the tears in her eyes. "Don't ask me to 

do that! Anything else to prove my gratitude for your 

kindness to usj but how can I part from my own little 

• Mary? You can't have the heart to ask that of me!" 

"I have the heart, Mrs. Peckover, to feel deeply for 
your distress at the idea of parting from the child; but, 
for her sa.ve, I must again ask you control your feelings. 
And, more than that, I must appeal to you by your love 
to her, to grant a fair hearing to the petition which I 
now make on Mr. Blyth's behalf." 

"I would indeed, if I could, sir, — but it's just be- 
cause I love her so that I can't! > Besides, as you your- 
self said, he's a perfect stranger." 

"I readily admit the force of that objection on your 
part, Mrs. Peckover; but let me remind you, that I 
vouch for the uprightness of his character, and his fitness 
to be trusted with the child, after twenty years ex- 
perience of him. You may answer to that, that I am a 
stranger too; and I can only ask you, in return, frankly 
to accept my character and position as the best proofs I 
can offer you that I am not unworthy of your confidence. 



Digitized by 



Google 



144 HIDE Xsn SEEK. ^ 

If you placed little Mary for iiistruction (as you well 
might) in an asylum for the deaf and dumb, you would 
be obliged to put implicit trust in the authorities of that 
asylum, on much the same grounds as those I now ad- 
vance to justify you in putting trast in me." 

"Oh, 'sir! don't think — pray don't think I am un- 
willing to trust you — so kind and good as you have 
been to us to-day — and a clergyman too — I should 
be ashamed of myself, and my ingratitude, if I could 
doubt — '' 

"Let me tell you, plainly and candidly, what ad- 
vantages for the child Mr. Blyth's proposal holds out. 
He has no family of his own, and his wife, poor lady, 
is, as he has hinted to you, an invalid for life. If you 
could only see the gentleness and sweet patience with 
which she bears her affliction, you would acknowledge • 
that little Mary could appeal for an affectionate welcome 
to no kinder heart than Mrs. Blyth's. I assure you most 
seriously, that the only danger I should fear for the 
child in my Mend's house, would be that she would be 
spoilt by excessive indulgence. Though by no means a 
rich man, Mr. Blyth is in an independent position, and 
can offer her all the comforts of life. In one word the 
home to which he is ready to take her, is a home of 
love and happiness and security, in the best and purest 
meaning of those words." 

"Don't say any more, sir! Don't break my heart by 
making me part with her!" 

"You will live, Mrs. Peckover, to thank me for 
trying your fortitude as I try it now. Hear me a little 
longer, while I tell you what terms Mr. Blyth proposes. 
He is not only willing but anxious — if you give the 
child into his chaise — that you should have access to 
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her whenever you like. He will leave his address in 
London with you. He desires, from motives alike honour- 
able to you and to himself, to defray your travelling ex- 
penses whenever you wish to see the child. He will 
always acknowledge your prior right to her affection and 
her duty. He will offer her every facility in his power 
for constantly corresponding with you; and if the life 
she leads in his house be, even in the slightest respect, 
distasteful to her, he pledges himself to give her up to 
you again — if you and she desire it — at any sacrifice 
of his own wishes and his own feelings. These are the 
terms he proposes, Mrs. Peckover, and I can most 
solemnly assure you, on my honour as a clergyman and 
a gentleman, that he will hold sacred the strict perform- 
ance of all and each of these conditions, exactly as I 
have stated them." 

"I ought to let her go, sir — I know I ought to 
show how grateful I am for Mr. Blyth*s generosity by 
letting her go — but how can I, after all the long time 
she's been like my own child to me? Oh, ma'am, say a 
word for me! — I seem so selfish for not giving her up 
— say a word for me!" 

"Will you let me say a word for little Mary in- 
stead?" rejoined Mrs. Joyce. "Will you let me remind 
you that Mr. Blyth's proposal offers her a secure pro- 
tection against that inhuman wretch of a man who has 
ill-used her already, and may often ill-use her again, in 
spite of everything you can do to prevent him. Pray 
think of that, Mrs. Peckover — pray do!" 

Poor Mrs. Peckover showed that she thought of it 
bitterly enough, by a fresh burst of tears. 

The rector poured out a glass of water, and gave it 
to her. "Do not thiTiV us inconsiderate or unfeeling," he 
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said, "in pressing Mr. Blyth*s offer on you so perseveringly 
as we do. We sincerely think it our duty to act thus on 
Mary's account, for the sake of her future interests. 
Only reflect on her position, if she remains in the circus 
as she grows up! Would all your watchful and admirable 
kindness be sufficient to shield her then against dangers 
to which I hardly dare allude? — against wickedness 
which would take advantage of her defencelessness, her 
innocence, and even her misfortune? Consider all that 
Mr. Blyth's proposal promises for her future life; for the 
sacred preservation of her purity of heart and mind. 
Look forward to the day when little Mary will have 
grown up to be a young woman; and I will answer, Mrs. 
Peckover, for your doing full justice to the importance 
of my friend's offer." 

"I know it's all true, sir: I know I'm an ungrateful 
selfish wretch — but only give me a little time to think; 
a little time "longer to be with the poor darling that 
I love like my own child!" 

Doctor Joyce was just drawing his chair closer to 
Mrs. Peckover before he answered, when the door opened 
and the respectable Yance softly entered the room. 

"What do you want here?" said the rector, a little 
irritably. "Didn't I tell you not to come in again till 
I rang for you?" » 

"I beg .your pardon, sir," answered Yance, casting 
rather a malicious look at the clown's wife as he closed 
the door behind him — "but there 's a person waiting 
in the hall, who says he comes on important business, 
and must see you directly." 

"Who is he? What's his name?" 

"He says his name is Jubber, if you please, sir." 

Mrs. Peckover started from her chair with a scream. 
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"Don't — pray, for mercy's sake, sir, don't let him into 
the garden where Mary is!" she gasped, clutching 
Doctor Joyce by the arm in the extremity of her terror. 
"He's found us out, and come here in one of his dread- 
ful passions — I know it! He cares for nothing and 
for nobody, sir: he's bad enough to ill-treat her even 
before you. Oh! what am I to do? oh, good gracious 
heavens! what am I to do?" 

"Leave everything to me, and sit down again," said 
the rector kindly. Then, turning to Yance, he added: — 
"show Mr. Jubber into the cloak-room, and say I will be 
with him directly." 

"Now, Mrs. Peckover," continued Doctor Joyce in the 
most perfectly composed manner, "before I see this man 
(whose business I can guess at) I have three important 
questions to ask of you. In the first place, were you 
not a witness last night, of his cruel ill-usage of that 
poor child? (Mr. Blyth told me of it). The fellow actually 
beat her, did he not?" 

"Oh, indeed he did, sir! — beat her most cruelly 
with a cane." 

"And you saw it all yourself?" 

"I did, sir. He*d have used her worse, if I hadn't 
been by to prevent him." 

"Very well. Now tell me if you or your husband 
have signed any - agreement — r any papers, I mean, 
giving this man a right to claim the child as one of his 
performers?" 

^''Me sign an agreement, sir! I never did such 
a thing in all my life. Jubber would think himself 
insulted, if you only talked of his signing an agreement 
about a child, with such as me or Jemmy." 

"Better and better. Now, my third question refers 
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to little Mary herself. I will ' undertake to put it out 
of this blackguard's power ever to lay a finger on her 
again — but I can only do so on one condition, which 
it rests entirely with you to grant." 

"I'll do anything to save her, sir, I will indeed/' 

"The condition is that you consent to Mr.Blyth's pro- 
posal; for I can only ensure the child's safety thoroughly 
on those terms." 

"Then, sir, I consent to it," said Mrs. Peckover, 
speaking with a sudden firmness of tone and manner 
which almost startled Mrs. Joyce, who stood by listening 
anxiously. "I consent to it; for I should be the vilest 
wretch in the world,, if I could say *no' at such a time 
as this. I will trust my precious darling treasure to you, 
sir, and to Mr. Blyth from this moment. God bless her^ 
and comfort me! for I want comfort badly enough. Oh, 
Mary! Mary! my own little Mary! to think of you and 
me ever being parted like this!" The poor woman 
turned towards the garden as she pronounced these words; 
all her fortitude forsook her in an instant; and she sank 
back in her chair, sobbing bitterly. 

"Take her out into the shrubbery where the children 
are, as soon as she recovers a little," whispered the rector 
to his wife, as he opened the dining-room door. 

Though Mr. Jubber presented, to all appearance, the 
most scoundrelly aspect that humanity can assume, when 
he was clothed in his evening uniform, and illuminated 
by his own circus lamplight, he nevertheless reached an 
infinitely loftier climax of blackguard perfection, when he 
was arrayed in his private costume, and was submitted 
to the tremendous ordeal of pure daylight The most 
monstrous ape that could be picked from the cages of the 
Zoological Gardens would have gained by comparison 
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Mnth him as he now appeared, standing in the Eectory 
cloak-room, with his debauched bloodshot eyes staring 
grimly contemptuous all about him, with his yellow 
flabby throat exposed by a turn-down collar and a light 
blue neck-tie, with the rouge still smeared over his 
gross unhealthy cheeks, with his mangy shirt-front 
bespattered with bad embroidery, and false jewelry 
that had not even the politic decency to keep itself 
clean. He had his hat on, and was sulkily running 
his dirty fingers through the greasy black ringlets that 
flowed over his coat-collar, when Doctor Joyce entered 
the cloak-room. 

"You wished to speak with me?** said the rector, 
not sitting down himself, and not asking Mr. Jubber to 
sit down. 

"Oh! you're Doctor Joyce?" said the fellow, assuming 
his most insolent familiarity of manner directly. 

"That is my name," said Dr. Joyce very quietly. 
"Will you have the goodness to state your business with 
me immediately, and in the fewest possible words?" 

"Hullo! You take that tone with me, do you?" 
said Jubber, setting his arms akimbo, and tapping 
his foot fiercely on the floor, "you're trying to come 
Tommy Grand over me already, are you? — very good! 
I'm the man to give you change in you're own coia — 
so here goes! What do you mean by enticing away my 
Mysterious Foundling? What do you mean by this pri- 
vate swindle of talent that belongs to my circus?" 

"You had better proceed a little," said the rector, 
more quietly than before. "Thus far, I understand 
nothing whatever, except that you wish to behave offen- 
sively to me; which, in a person of your appearance, is 
I assure you of not the slightest consequence. You had 
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mucli better save time by stating what you have to say 
in plain words." 

"You want plain words — eh?" cried Jubber, losing 
his temper. "Then, by Gk)d you shall have them, and 
plain enough!" 

"Stop a minute," said Doctor Joyce. "If you use 
oaths in my presence again, I shall ring for my servant, 
and order him to show you out of the house." 

"You wiU?" 

"I will most certainly." 

There was a moment's pause; and the black-guard 
and the gentleman looked one another straight in the 
face. It was the old, invariable struggle, between the 
quite firmness of good breeding, and the savage obstinacy 
of bad; and it ended in the old, invariable way. The 
blackguard flinched first. 

"If your servant lays a finger on me, I'll thrash him 
within an inch of his Hfe," said Jubber, looking towards 
the door, and scowling as he looked. "But that's not 
the point, just now — the point is, that I charge you 
with getting my deaf and dumb girl into your house, to 
perform be&re you, of course on the sly. If you're too 
virtuous to come to my circus — and better than you 
have been there — you ought to have sent to me, and 
paid the proper price for a private performance. What 
do you mean by treating a public servant, like me, with 
your infernal aristocratic looks, as if I was dirt under 
your feet, after sucji shabby doings as you 've been guilty 
of — eh?" 

"May I ask how you know that the child you refer 
to has been at my house to-day?" asked Doctor Joyce, 
without ta]dng tiie slightest notice of Mr. Jubber's 
indignation. 
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"One of my people saw that swidling hypocrite 
of a Peckover taking her in; and told me of it when 
I missed them at dinner. There! that's good evidence 
I rather think! Deny it if you can.'* 

"I have not the slightest intention of denying it. The 
child is now in my house." 

"And has gone through all her performances, of course? 
Ah! shabby! shabby! I should be ashamed of myself if 
Fd tried to do a man out of his rights like that." 

"I am most unaffectedly rejoiced to hear that you are 
capable, under any circumstances, of being ashamed of 
yourself at all," rejoined the rector. "The child, how- 
ever, has gone through no performances here, not having 
been sent for with any such purpose as you suppose. 
But, as you said just now, that's not the point. Pray, 
why did you speak of the little girl, a moment ago, as 
your child?" 

"Because she's one of my performers, of course. But, 
come! Pve had enough of this; I can't stop talking here 
all day; I waut the child — so just deliver her up at 
once, will you? — and turn out Peck as soon as you like 
after. I'll cure them both of ever doing this sort of thing 
again! Pll make them stick tight to the circus for the 
future! Til show them — ^" 

"You would be employing your time much more use- 
fully, if you occupied it in altering the bills of your per- 
formance, so as to inform the public that the deaf and 
dumb child will not appear before them again." 

"Not appear again? — not appear to-night in my 
circus? Why, hang me, if I don't think you're trying to 
be funny all of a sudden! Alter my bills — eh? Not 
bfid! Upon my soul, not at all bad for a parson! Give 
us another joke, sir; Pm all attention." And Mr. Jubber 
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put his hand toi^his ear, grinning in a perfect fury of 
sarcasm. 

"I am quite in earnest," said the rector. "A Mfend 
of mine has adopted the child, and will take her home 
with him to-morrow morning. Mrs Peckover (the only- 
person who has any right to exercise control over her) 
has consented to this arrangement. K your business here 
was to take the child back to your circus, it is right to 
inform you that she will not leave my house, till she 
goes to London to-morrow with my friend." 

"And you think Pm the sort of man to stand this? 

— and give up the child? — and alter the bills? — and 
lose money? — and be as mild as mother's milk all the 
time? Oh, yes, of course! Tm so devilish fond of you 
and your friend! YouVe such nice men, you can make 
me do anything! D — n and b^t all this jabber and 
nonsense," roared the ruffian, passing suddenly from in- 
solence to fury, and striking his fi>t on the table. "Give 
me the child at once, do you hear? Give her up, I say 

— I won't leave the house till IVe got her!" 

Just as Mr. Jubber swore for the second time, Doctor 
Joyce rang the bell. "I told you what I should do, 
if you used oaths in my presence again," said the 
rector. 

"And / told you Td kill the servant if he laid a 
finger on me," said Jubber, knocking his hat firmly on 
his head, and tucking up his cuffs. 

Vance appeared at the door, much less pompous than 
usual, and displaying an interesting paleness of com- 
plexion. Jubber spat slightly into the palm of each of 
his hands, and clenched his fists. 

"Have you done dinner down stairs?" asked Doctor 
Joyce, reddening a little, but still very quiet. 
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"Yes, sir," answered Vance, in a remarkably con- 
ciliating voice. 

^'Tell James to go to the constable, and say I want 
him; and let. the gardener wait with you outside there in 
the haU." 

"Now," said the rector, shutting the door again after 
issuing these orders, and placing himself once more face 
to face with Mr. Jubber, "Now I have a last word or 
two of wamiiig to give you, which I recommend you to 
listen to quietly. In the first place, you have no right 
over the child whatever; for I happen to know that you 
are without a signed agreement promising you her ser- 
vices. (You had better hear me out for your own sake.) 
You have no legal right, I say, to control the child in 
any manner; she is a perfectly free agent, so far as you 
are concerned — yes! yes! you deny it of course! I have 
only to say, that if you attempt to back that denial by 
still asserting your claim to her, and making a disturbance 
in my house, as sure as you stand there, I'll ruin you in 
Rubbleford and in all the country round. (It's no use 
laughing — I can do it!) You beat the child in the 
vilest manner last night I am a magistrate; and I have 
my prosecutor, and my witness of the assault ready 
whenever I choose to call them. I can fine or imprison 
you, which I please. You know the public; you know 
what they think of people who ill-use helpless children. 
If you appeared in that character before me, the Rubble- 
ford paper would report it; and, so far as the interests 
of your circus are concerned, you would be a ruined man 
in this part of the country — you would, you know it! 
Now, I will spare you this — not from any tenderness 
towards you — on condition that you take yourself off 
quietly, and never let us hear from you again. I strongly 
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adyise you to go at once; for if you wait till the constable 
comes, I will not answer for it that my sense of duty 
may not force me into giving you into custody." "With 
which words, Doctor Joyce threw open the door, and 
pointed to the hall. 

Throughout the delivery of this speech, violent in- 
dignation, ungovernable surprise, abject terror, and im- 
potent rage, ravaged by turns the breast of Mr. Jubber. 
He stamped about the room, and uttered fragments of 
oaths; but did not otherwise interrupt Doctor Joyce, while 
that gentleman was speaking to him. * When the rector 
had done, the fellow had his* insolent answer ready di- 
rectly. To do him justice, he was consistent, if he was 
nothing else — he was bully and blackguard to the 
very last. 

"Magistrate or parson," he cried, snapping his fingers, 
"I don't care a d — n for you in either capacity! You 
keep the child here at your peril! Pll go to the first 
lawyer in Rubbleford, and bring an action against you. 
m show you a little legal law! You ruin me indeed! 
I can prove that I only thrashed the little toad, the nasty 
deaf idiot, because she deserved it. PU be even with 
you! m have the child back wherever you take her to. 
rU show you a little legal law!" (Here he stepped to 
the hall door). "PU be even with you, damme! Fll 
chaise you with setting on your menial servants to 
assault me." (Here he looked fiercely at the gardener, 
a freckled Scotch giant of six feet three, and instantly 
descended five steps.) "Lay a finger on me, if you dare! 
I'm a free Englishman,, and Til have my rights, and my 
legal law! I'll bring an action! Til ruin you! Ill have 
her back, and beat her worse than ever when I get her! 
m — ." Here he strutted into the front garden; his 
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words grew indistinct, and his gross voice became gra- 
dually less and less audible. The coachman at the outer 
gate saw the last of him, and reported that he made his 
exit striking viciously at the flowers with his cane, and 
swearing that he would ruin the rector with "legal 
law.^ 

After leaving certain directions with his servants, in 
the very improbable event of Mr. Jubber's return, Doctor 
Joyce repaired immediately to his dining-room. No one 
was there, so he went on into the garden. 

Here he found the family and the visitors all assembled 
together; but a great change had passed over the whole 
party during his absence. Mr. Blyth, on being informed 
of the result of the rector's conversation with Mrs. Peck- 
over, acted with his usual impetuosity and utter want 
of discretion; writing down delightedly on little Mary's 
slate, without the slightest previous preparation or coax- 
ing, that she was to go home with him to-morrow, and 
be as happy as the day was long, all the rest of her life. 
The result of this incautious method of proceeding was 
that the child became excessively j^ghtened, and ran 
away from everybody to take refuge with Mrs. Peckover. 
She was still crying, and holding tight by the good wo- 
man's gown with both hands; and Valentine was still 
loudly declaring to everybody that he loved her all the 
better for showing such faithful affection to her earliest 
and best friend, when the rector joined the party under 
the coolly-murmuring trees. 

Doctor Joyce spoke but briefly of his interview with 
Mr. JubJber, concealing much that had passed at it, and 
making very light of the threats which the fellow had 
uttered on his departure. Mrs. Peckover, whose self- 
possession seemed in imminent danger of being over- 
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thrown by little Mary's mute demonstrations of aflfection, 
listened anxiously to every word the Doctor uttered; and, 
as soon as he had done, said that she must go back to 
the circus directly, to tell her husband the truth about 
all that had occurred, as a necessary set-off against the 
slanders that were sure to be spoken against her by Mr. 
Jubber. 

"Oh, never mind me, ma'am!" she said, in answer 
to the apprehensions expressed by Mrs. Joyce about her 
reception when she got back to the circus. "The dear 
child's safe; and that's all I care about. I'm big enough 
and strong enough to take my own part; and Jemmy 
he's always by to help me when I can't. May I come 
back, if you please, sir, this evening; and say — and 
say? — '* 

She would have added, "and say good-bye;" but the 
thoughts which now gathered round that one word, made 
it too hard to utter. She silently curtseyed her thanks 
for the warm invitation that was given her to return; 
stooped down to the child; and, kissing her, wrote on 
the slate "I shall be back, dear, in the evening, at seven 
o'clock" — then disengaged the little hands that still 
held so fast by her gown, and hurried from the garden, 
without once venturing to look behind her as she 
crossed the sunny lawn. 

Mrs. Joyce, and the young ladies, and the rector, all 
tried their best to console little Mary; and all failed. 
She resolutely, though very gently, resisted them; 
walking away into comers by herself, and looking con- 
stantly at her slate, as if she could only find comfort in 
reading the few words which Mrs. Peckover had written 
on it. At last, Mr. Blyth took her up on his knee. 
She struggled to get away, for a moment — then looked 
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intently in his face; and, sighing very moumfdlly, laid 
her head down on his shoulder. There was a world of 
promise for the future success of Valentine's affectionate 
project in that simple action, and in the preference 
which it showed. 

The day wore on quietly — evening came — seven 
o'clock struck — then half-past — then eight — and 
Mrs. Peckover never appeared. Doctor Joyce grew nn- 
easy, and sent Vance to the circus to get some news of 
her. 

It was again Mr. Blyth — and Mr. Blyth only — 
who succeeded in partially quieting little Mary under 
the heavy disappointment of not seeing Mrs. Peckover 
at the appointed time. The child had been restless at 
first, and had wanted to go to the circus. Finding that 
they tenderly, but firmly, detained her at the Rectory, 
she wept bitterly — wept so long, that at last she fairly 
cried herself asleep in Valentine's arms. He sat an- 
xiously supporting her with a patience that nothing 
could tire. The sunset rays, which he had a first care- 
fully kept from falling on her face, vanished from the 
horizon; the quiet lustre of twilight overspread the sky 
— ' and still he refused to let her be taken from him; 
and said he would sit as he was all through the night 
rather than let her be disturbed. 

Vance came back, and brought word that Mrs. Peck- 
over would foUow him in half an hour. They had 
given her some work to do at the circus, which she 
was obliged to finish before she could return to the 
Rectory. 

Having delivered this message, Vance next produced 
a hand-bill, which he said was being widely circulated 
all over Rubbleford; and which proved to be the com- 
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position of Mr. Jubber himself. That ingenious ruffian, 
having doubtless discovered that "legal law" was power- 
less to help him to his revenge, and that it would be 
his wisest proceeding to keep clear of Doctor Joyce in 
the rector's magisterial capacity,' was now artfully at- 
tempting to turn the loss of the child to his own profit, 
by dint of prompt and audacious lying in his favourite 
large type, sprinkled with red letters. He informed the 
public, through the medium of his hand-bills, that the 
father of the Mysterious [Foundling had been "most pro- 
videntially" discovered, and that he (Mr. Jubber) had 
given the child up immediately, without a thoi^ht of 
what he might personally suffer, in pocket as well as in 
mind, by the loss of one of the most "devotedly- 
cherished" and attractive of his performers. After this, 
he appealed confidently to the sympathy of people of 
every degree, and "fond parents" especially, to compen- 
sate' and console him by flocking in crowds to the cir- 
cus; adding, that if additional stimulus were wanted to 
urge the public into "rallying round the Ring," he was 
prepared to administer it forthwith, in the shape of the 
smallest dwarf in the world, for whose services he was 
then in treaty, and whose first appearance before a 
Rubbleford audience would take place, he hoped, in the 
coiu'se of a few days. 

Such was Mr. Jubber's ingenious contrivance for 
turning to good pecuniary account the ignominious de- 
feat which he had suffered at the hands of Doctor 
Joyce. 

After much patient reasoning and many earnest ex- 
postulations, Mrs. Joyce at last succeeded in persuading 
Mr. Blyth that he might carry little Mary upstairs to 
her bed, without any danger of awakening her. The 
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moonbeams were streaming through the windows over 
the broad, old-fashioned landings of the rectory stair- 
case, and bathed the child's sleeping face in their lovely 
light, as Valentine carefuUy bore her in his own arms 
to her bedroom. "Oh!" he whispered to himself, as he 
paused for an instant where the moon shone in clearest 
on the landing; and looked down on her — "Oh! if my 
poor Lawie could only see little Mary now!" 

They laid her, still asleep, on the bed; and covered 
her over lightly with a shawl — then went down stairs 
again to wait for Mrs. Peckover. 

The clown's wife came in haK an hour, as she had 
promised. They saw much sorrow and weariness in her 
face, as they looked at her. Besides the bundle with 
the child's few clothes in it, which she carried with her, 
she brought the hair bracelet and the pocket-handker- 
chief which had been found on little Mary's mother. 

"Wherever the child goes," she said, "these two 
things must go with her." She addressed Mr. Blyth as 
she spoke, and gave the hair bracelet and the handker- 
chief into his own Jiands. 

It seemed rather a relief than a disappointment to 
Mrs. Peckover to hear that the child was asleep above 
stairs. All pain of parting Vould now be spared, on 
one side at least. She/ went up to look at her on her 
bed; and kissed her, but so lightly that little Mary's 
sleep was undisturbed by that farewell token of tender- 
ness and love. 

"Tell her to write to me, sir," said poor Mrs. Peck- 
over, holding Yalentine's hand fast, and looking wistfully 
in his face through her gathering tears. "I shall prize 
my first letter from her so much, if it's only a couple of 
lines. God bless you, sir; and good-bye! It ought to be 
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a comfort to me, and it is, to know that you will be 
kind to her; I hope I shall get up to London some day, 
and see her myself. But don't forget the letter, sir, for 
I shan't fret so mueh after her, when once Tve got 
that!" 

She went away, sadly murmuring these last words 
many times oyer, while Valentine was trying to cheer 
and reassure her, as they walked together to the outer 
gate. Doctor Joyce accompanied them down the front- 
garden path; and exacted from her a promise to return 
often to the Rectory, while the circus was at Rubbleford; 
saying also that he and his family desired her to look on 
them always as her fast and firm friends in any emer- 
gency. Yalentine entreated her, over and over again, to 
remember the terms of their agreement, and to come 
and judge for herself of the child's happiness in her new 
home. Sh^ only answered "Don't forget the letter, sir!'* 
And so they parted. 

Early the next morning, Mr. Blyth and little Mary 
left the Rectory, and started for London by the first 
coach. 
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CHAPTEE VTTT. 

The Resalt. 

The result of Hr. Blyth's Adventure in the travelling 
Circus, and of the Story told by the clown's wife which 
followed it, was that little Mary at once became a mem- 
ber of the painter's family, and grew up happily, in her 
new home, into the beautiful young lady who was called 
"Madonna" by Valentine, by his wife, and by all inti- 
mate friends who were in the habit of frequenting the 
house. 

Mr. Blyth's first proceeding, after he had brought the 
little girl home with him, was to take her to the most 
eminent aural surgeon of the day. He did this, not in 
the hope of any curative result following the medical 
examination, but as a first duty which he thought he 
owed to her, now that she was imder his sole charge. 
The surgeon was deeply interested in the case; but, 
after giving it the most careful attention, he declared 
that it was hopeless. Her sense of hearing, he said, was 
entirely gone; but her faculty of speech, although it had 
been totally disused (as Mrs. Peckover had stated) for 
more than two years past, might, he thought, be imper- 
fectly regained, at some future time, if a tedious, pain- 
ful, and uncertain process of education were resorted to, 
under the direction of an experienced teacher of the 
deaf and dumb. The child, however, had such a horror 
of this resource being tried, when it was communicated 
Hide and Seek. L 11 
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to her, that Mr. Blyth instmctively followed Mrs. Pect- 
over^s example, and consulted the little creature's feel- 
ings, by allowing her in this particular — and indeed in 
most others — to remain perfectly happy and contented 
in her own way. 

The first influence which reconciled her almost im- 
mediately to her new home, was the influence of Mrs. 
Blyth. The perfect gentleness and patience with which 
the painter's wife bore her incurable malady, seemed to 
impress the child in a very remarkable manner from the 
first. The sight of that frail, wasted life, which they 
told her, by writing, had been shut up so long in the 
same beautiful room, and had been condemned to the 
same weary inaction for so many, many yejars past — the 
look of that pale, tranquil face, which had gained back 
in beauty of expression so much of what it had lost in 
beauty of form — struck at once to Mary's heart, and 
filled her with one of those new mysterious sensations 
which mark epochs in the growth of a child's moral 
nature. Nor did these first impressions ever alter. 
When years had passed away, and when Mary, being 
"little" Mary no longer, possessed those marked charac- 
teristics of feature and expression which gained for her 
the name of "Madonna," she still preserved all her 
child's feelings for the painte;:'s wife. However light 
and playful her manner might often be with Yalentine, 
it invariably changed when she was in Mrs. Blyth's 
presence; always displaying, at such times, the same 
anxious tenderness, the same artless admiration, and the 
same watchful and loving sympathy. There was some- 
thing secret and superstitious in the girl's fondness for 
Mrs. BlytL She appeared unwilling to let others know 
what this affection really was in all its depth and ful- 
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ness: it seemed to be intuitively preserved by ber in tbe 
most sacred privacy of her own heart, as if the feeling 
had been part of her religion, or rather as if it had been 
a religion in itself. 

The custom she. followed in reading her prayers was 
alone enough to show that the essential nature of her 
first childish love for the painter's wife remained un- 
changed in later years. "When she entered her new 
honie, they gave her a little book, with a prayer for the 
evening in it, which she was intrusted to read over to 
herself, kneeling at Mrs. Blyth's bedside. As she grew 
older, and began to mature into womanhood, it was 
thought that she might prefer to be alone in her own 
room, while engaged in her mute and simple act of de- 
votion. But, the very first night she was sent there, she 
came back weeping: and confessed, by her own language 
of signs and writing, that she dare not lie down to sleep, 
because when she read her prayers alone she could not 
feel the same faith in God's accepting them, which she 
always felt when she read them in Mrs. Blyth's pre- 
sence. They tried to reason with her gently, but it was 
useless. Nothing quieted and consoled her, but permis- 
sion to resume her old privilege: and from that time 
forth, she still read her prayers, morning and evening, 
as she had read them when a child, by Mrs. Blyth's 
bedside. 

The girl's affection for her new mother, which 
testified itself thus strongly and sincerely in many other 
ways, was returned by that mother with equal fervour. 
From the day when Httle Mary first appeared at her 
bedside, Mrs. Blyth felt, to use her own expression, as 
if a new strength had been given her to enjoy the new 
happiness that was added to her life. Brighter hopes, 
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better health, calmer resignation, and purer peace seemed 
to follow the child's footsteps and be always inherent in 
her very presence, as she moved to and fro in the sick 
room. All the little difficulties of communicating with 
her and teaching her, which her misfortune rendered 
inevitable, and which might sometimes have been felt as 
tedious by others, were so many distinct sources of hap- 
piness, so many exquisite occupations of once-weary time 
to Mrs. Blyth. Even those who had witnessed the poor 
l£idy*s adndrable patience and cheerfulness, from the first, 
in bearing with her hard lot, were now often astonished 
to find her, under the influence of little Mary's presence, 
even rivalling her husband's flow of good spirits, in her 
own gentle feminine way. All the friends of the family 
declared that the child had succeeded where doctors, and 
medicines, and luxuries, and the sufferer's own courage- 
ous resignation had hitherto failed — for she had suc- 
ceeded in endowing Mrs. Blyth with a new life. And 
they were right. A fresh object for the affections of the 
heart and the thoughts of the mind, is a fresh life for 
every feeling and thinking human being, in sickness even 
as well as in health. 

In this sense, indeed, the child brought fresh life 
with her to all who lived in her new home — to the 
servants, as well as to the master and mistress. The 
cloud had rarely found its way into that happy dwelling 
in former days : now the sunshine seemed fixed there for 
ever. No more beautiful and touching proof of what 
the gentle heroism of patient dispositions and loving 
hearts can do towards guiding human existence, uncon- 
quered and unsullied, through its hardest trials, could be 
found anywhere than was presented by the aspect of the 
painters household. Here were two chief membeis of 
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one littte femUy circle, «fl^cted by such incurable bodily 
calamity as it falls to the lot of but few human beings 
to suffer — yet here were no sighs, no tears, no vain 
repinings with each new morning, no gloomy thoughts 
to set woe and terror watching by the pillow at night. 
In this home of love, Hfe, even in its frailest aspects, 
was still greater than its greatest trials; thoi^h only 
strong to conquer by virtue of its own innocence and 
purity, its simple unworldly aspirations, its heroic self- 
sacrificing devotion to the happiness and the anxieties of 
others. 

As the course of her education proceeded, many 
striking pecuHaiities became developed in Madonna's 
disposition, which seemed to be all more or less pro- 
duced by the necessary influence of her affliction on the 
formation of her character. The social isolation to which 
that affliction condemned her, the soUtude of thought 
and feeling into which it forced her, tended from an 
early period to make her mind remarkably self-reliant^ 
for so young a girl. Though she paid the readiest de- 
ference to the opinions of others, she always seemed to 
have convictions of her own in reserve — judging for 
herself on all occasions as it generally seemed to those 
about her, more by instinct than by reason. This pecu- 
liarity in her character was often curiously exemplified 
by her behaviour to the different visitors who came to 
Mr. Blyth's house. 

Her first impression of strangers seemed invariably 
to decide her opinion of them at once and for ever. 
She liked or disliked people heartily; estimating them 
apparently from considerations entirely irrespective of 
age, or sex, or personal appearance. Sometimes, the 
very person who was thought certain to attract her, 
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proved to be absolutely repulsive to her — sometimes 
people who, in Mr. Blyth's opinion, were sure to be un- 
welcome visitors to Madonna, turned out, incomprehen- 
sibly, to be people whom she took a violent liking to 
directly. She always betrayed her pleasure or uneasiness 
in the society of others with the most divertmg candour 
— showing the extremest anxiety to conciliate and 
attract those whom she liked; running away and hiding 
herself like a child, from those whom she disliked. 
There were some unhappy people, in this latter class, 
whom no persuasion could ever induce her to see a 
second time, if she could possibly avoid it. 

She could never give any satisfactory account of how 
she proceeded in forming her opinions of others. The 
only visible means of arriving at them, which her deaf- 
ness and dimibness permitted her to use, consisted simply 
in examination of a stranger's manner, expression, and 
play of features at a first interview. This process, how- 
ever, seemed always amply sufficient for her; and in 
more than one instance events proved that her judgment 
had not been misled by it. Her affliction had tended, 
indeed, to sharpen her faculties of observation and her 
powers of analysis to such a remarkable degree, that she 
often guessed the general tenor of a conversation quite 
correctly, merely by watching the minute varieties of 
expression and gesture in the persons speaking — fixing 
her attention always with especial intentness on the 
changeful and rapid motions of their lips. 

Exiled alike from the worlds of sound and speech, 
the poor girl's enjoyment of all that she could still gain 
of happiness, by means of the seeing sense that was left 
her, was inconceivable in its intensity to her speaking 
and hearing fellow -creatures. All beautiful sights, and 
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particularly the exquisite combinations that Nature pre- 
sents, filled her with an artless rapture, which it affected 
the most unimpressible people to witness. Trees were 
beyond all other objects the greatest luxuries that her 
eyes could enjoy. She would sit for hours, on fresh 
summer evenings, watching the mere waving of the 
leaves; her face flushed, her whole nervous organisation 
trembling with the sensations of deep and perfect hap- 
piness which that simple sight imparted to her. All the 
riches and honours which this world can afford, would 
not have added to her existence a tithe of that pleasure 
which Valentine easily conferred on her, by teaching her 
to draw; he might almost be, said to have given her a 
new sense in exchange for the sense that she had lost. 
She often used to dance about the room with the reck- 
less ecstasy of a child, in her ungovernable delight at 
the prospect of a sketching expedition with Mr. Blyth in 
the Hampstead fields. 

At a very early date of her sojourn with Valentine, 
it was discovered that her total dea&ess did not entirely 
exclude her from every effect of sound. She was acutely 
sensitive to the influence of percussion — that is to say 
(if so vague and contradictory an expression may be 
allowed), she could, under certain conditions, feel the 
sounds that she could not hear. For example, if Mr. 
Blyth wished to bring her to his side when they were 
together in the painting-room, and when she happened 
neither to be looking at him nor to be within reach of a 
touch, he used to rub his foot, or the end of his mahl- 
stick gently against the floor. The slight concussion so 
produced, reached her nerves instantly; provided always 
that some part of her body touched the floor on which 
such experiments were tried. 
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As a means of extending her facilities of social com- 
munication, she was instructed in the deaf and dumb 
alphabet by Valentine's direction; he and his wife, of 
course, learning it also; and many of their intimate 
Mends, who were often in the house, following their 
example for Madonna's sake. Oddly enough, however, 
she frequently preferred to express herself, or to be 
addressed by others, according to the clumsier and slower 
system of signs and writing, to which she had been 
accustomed from childhood. She carefully preserved her 
little slate with its ornamented frame, and kept it hang- 
ing at her side, just as she wore it on the morning of 
her visit to the Rectory-house at Rubbleford. 

In one exceptional calb, and one only, did her mis- 
fortune appear to have the power of affecting her tran- 
quillity seriously. Whenever, by any accident, she 
happened to be left in the dark, she was overcome by 
the most violent terror. It was found, even when others 
were with her, that she never could keep her seK-pos- 
session at such times. Her own explanation of her feel- 
ings on these occasions, at once suggested the simplest 
and best of reasons to account for this weakness in her 
character. "Remember," she wrote on her slate, when 
a new servant was curious to know why she always 
slept with a light in her room — "Remember that I am 
deaf and blind too in the darkness. You, who can hear, 
have a sense to serve you, instead of sight, in the dark 
— your ears are of use to you then, as your eyes are 
in the light. IN'ot hearing anything, I seem to lose 
all my senses together, when I can't see anything; and 
this is why I can't help feeling lost, and helpless, 
and frightened out of my wits when Pm in' the darkness." 

It was only by rare accidents, which there was no 
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providing against, that she was ever terrified in this 
way, after her horror of being in the dark had been 
first discovered. In this, as in all other matters, Yalen- 
tine. made her happiness his own peculiar care. He was, 
in truth, unnecessarily sensitive about her in many 
things; and often suffered anxieties on her account^ 
which he was a&aid or ashamed to confess to anybody, 
sometimes even including his wife. 

The first and the chief of these anxieties, however, 
he was obliged to communicate to others, for the sake 
of securing his own peace of mind. He had a morbid 
dread that Madonna might be one day traced and dis- 
covered by her father, or by some of her surviving rela- 
tives. His heart sickened at the bare thought of the 
desolation that would fall upon his household, if the 
adopted child who was now the one great object in life 
to his wife and himself, should ever, by any evil chance, 
be claimed and taken away from them. To avert by 
every means in his power any possibility of the occur- 
rence of such a calamity at this, he determined to keep 
all the particulars he knew about Madonna's birth, as 
weU as the circumstances under which he himself first 
met with her, a profound secret from everybody — 
from intimate friends, and from mere acquaintances alike. 

Animated by this resolution, he wrote off to Doctor 
Joyce and Mrs. Peckover a day or two after the child's 
first entry under his roof, stating his motives for ob- 
serving the strictest precaution in relation to her, and 
pledging both the persons whom he addressed to the 
deepest secresy accordingly. As for the hair bracelet, if 
his conscience had allowed him« he would have de- 
stroyed it immediately; but feeling that this would be 
an inexcusable breach of trust, he was fain to be con- 
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tent with looking it up, as well as the pocket-handker- 
chief, in one of the most private recesses of an old 
bureau in his painting-room, the key of which he always 
kept attached to his own watch chain. 

Not one of his London friends ever knew how he 
first met with Madonna. He baffled all forms of inquiry 
with one form of answer. The circumstances (he used 
to say) were very melancholy, and such as he must be 
excused from relating — ; except indeed as to her deaf- 
ness, which he had no objection to state was the result 
of a severe fall. He would take it as a favour if people 
would be pleased to consider her history before she 
came into his house as a x)erfect blank. But now that 
she was a member of his family, all friends were wel- 
come to cultivate her acquaintance in her proper cha- 
racter, as his adopted daughter — as *'Miss Blyth," if it 
would be any particular gratification to others to call 
her so. This method of silencing troublesome curiosity 
succeeded certainly to admiration; but at the expense of 
Mr. Blyth's own moral <?haracter. Kind friends, with the 
exception of some few who were really «w;quainted with 
his real disposition and his early life, all shook their 
heads, and laughed in secret; saying that the mystery 
was plain enough to the most ordinary capacity, for the 
young lady could be neither more nor less than a natural 
child of his own. 

Mrs. Blyth was much more indignant at this report 
than her husband, when in due time it reached the 
painter's house. Valentine was not the man to care a 
straw about calumny, so long as it was only confined to 
his own character. He would have been now perfectly 
easy about the preservation of his secret, but for a little 
distrust, which he felt at times in spite of himself, on 
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the subject of Mrs. Peckover's discrietion. He was not 
so easily conTinced, as lie ought to have been, of that 
excellent woman's power of governing her tongue on all 
occasions; and what was worse, he could not keep his doubts 
on this important point to himself, even in her presence. 

It w£is the most amusing thing in the world to hear 
Mr. Blyth solemnly warning Mrs. Peckover to be careful 
in keeping the important secret, every time she came to 
London to see Madonna. Whether she only paid them 
a visit for the day, and then went away again — or 
whether she spent her Christmas with them, on those 
occasions when her husband got a Pantomime engage- 
ment at one of the minor theatres — Valentine's greet- 
ing always ended nervously with thi^ distrustful ques-' 
tion: — "Excuse me for asking, Mrs. Peckover, but are 
you quite sure you have kept what you know about 
little Mary and her mother, and dates and places and 
all that, properly hidden from prying people, since you 
were here last?" At which point Mrs. Peckover gener- 
ally answered by repeating, always with the same sar- 
castic emphasis: — "Properly hidden, did you say, sir? 
Of course I keep what I know properly hidden, for of 
course I can hold my tongue. In my time, sir, it used 
always to take two parties to play at a game of Hide 
and Seek. Who in the world is seeking after little 
Mary, I should like to know?" 

Perhaps Mrs. Peckover's view of the case was the 
right one, and there was really no need to fear that any 
paternal claimant was in search of Madonna — or, per- 
haps, the extraordinary discretion observed by the per- 
sons who were in the secret of her history, prevented 
any particulars connected with the girl's origin from 
reaching her father or friends, presuming them to^be 
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still alive and aimously looking for her. But, at any 
rate, let it happen &om what cause it might, this much 
at least it certain, that nobody was ever heard of as 
wanting to assert a claim to Yalentine's adopted child, 
from the time when he took her home with him as his 
daughter, to the time when the reader first made his ac- 
quaintance, many pages back, in the congenial sphere of 
his own new painting-room. * 

• See note at the end of this yolame. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A Visitor in the Stadio. 

It is now a long time ago since we left Mr. Blyth 
and Madonna in the studio. The first was engaged , it 
may be remembered, in the arduous process of smarten- 
ing up Bacchanalian Nymphs in the foreground of a 
grand Classical landscape. The second was modestly 
occupied in making a copy of the head of the Yenus 
de' Medici. 

The two sit nearly at opposite ends of the studio, 
working away steadily — Valentine, in particular, pay- 
log such breathless attention to his task, that he cannot 
even whistle "Drops of Brandy" as usual; and has only 
left his place once that morning to see how Madonna is 
getting on. It is past one o'clock already, when a tre- 
mendous ring is heard at the house-bell. 

"There he is!'* cries Mr. Blyth to himself, pausing 
in the very act of putting a high light on a njrmph's 
thigh: — "There's Zack! — got away from the tea 
merchant's, and come here according to promise. I know 
his ring among a thousand; ifs worse even than the 
postman's; ifs like an alarm of fire!" 

Here Yalentine drums gently with his mahlstick on 
the floor. Madonna looks towards him directly; he waves 
his hand round and round rapidly above his head. This 
is the sign which means "Zack." The girl snules brightly^ 
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and blushes aa she sees it. Zack is evidently one of 
her special favourites. 

"While the young gentleman is being admi^d at the 
garden-^ate, there is a leisure moment to explain how 
he became acquainted with Mr. Blyth. 

Yafentine's father, and Mrs. Thorpe's father (the 
identical Mr. Goodworth who figures at the beginning of 
this narrative as one of the actors in the Sunday Drama 
at Baregrove Square), were intimate Mends of that 
drowsy-story-telling and copious-Port-drinking old school, 
the last relics of which are now fast disappearing from 
among us. The Mendly intercourse between these gen- 
tlemen spread, naturally enough, to the sons and daugh- 
ters who formed their respective families. From the 
time of Mr. Thorpe's marriage to Miss Goodworth, how- 
ever, the connection between the junior Good worths and 
Blyths began to grow less intimate — so far, at least, 
as the new bride and Yalentine were concerned. The 
rigid modem Puritan of Baregrove Square, and the ec- 
centric votary of the Fine Arts, mutually disapproved of 
each other from the very first. Visits of ceremony were 
exchanged at long intervals; but even these were dis- 
continued on Madonna'6 arrival under Valentine's roof: 
for Mr. Thorpe was one of the first of the charitable 
friends of the family, who suspected her to be the 
painter's natural child, and said he thought it his duty 
to discourage immorality by discontinuing Mr. Blyth's 
acquaintance. An almost complete separation accordingly 
ensued for some years, until Zack grew up to boy's 
estate, and was taken to see Valentine, one day in holi- 
day time, by his grandfather. He and the painter be- 
came friends directly. Mr. Blyth liked boys, and boys 
of all degrees liked him. He good-naturedly made over- 
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tures of civility to Zack's parents about this time, which 
were, however, accepted so coldly, that they were never 
renewed; the boy, nevertheless frequented Valentine's 
house at every opportunity, and never neglected his artist- 
friend in after years. At the date of this story, one of 
the many points in his son's conduct, of which Mr. 
Thorpe disapproved on high moral grounds, was the firm 
determination the lad showed to keep up his intimacy 
with Mr. Valentine Blyth. 

Let us now get back to the ring at the bell. 

Zack's approach to the painting-room was heralded 
by a scuffling of feet, a loud noise of talking, and a great 
^deal of suspicious giggling on the part of the housemaid, 
who had let' him in. Suddenly these sounds ceased — 
the door was dashed open — and Mr. Thorpe, junior, 
burst into the room. 

"Dear old Blyth! how are you?" cried Zack. "Have 
you had any leap-frog since I was here l£ust? Jump up, 
and let's celebrate my entry into the painting- room with 
a bit of manly exercise in our old way. Come on! Fll 
give the first back. No shirking! Put down your palette; 
and one, two, three — and over!" 

While pronouncing these l£ust words, Zack ran to the 
end of the room opposite to Valentine; and signalised his 
entry into the studio by the exfraordinary process of gi- 
ving its owner, what is termed in the technical language 
of leap-frog, "a <japital back." 

Mr. Blyth put down his palette, brushes, and mahl- 
stick — tucked up his cuffs and smiled — took a little 
trial skip into the air, and became serious — cried out 
"lower!" — took another trial skip — and, running 
down the room with the heavy and slightly tremulous 
step of a gentleman of fifty, cleared Zack in gallant 



Digitized by 



Google. 



176 HIDB AKD SEEK. 

style,' falling over, it is true, on the other side all in a 
lump on his hands and feet, but giving the return "back" 
conscientiously, at the other end of the room; and being 
leapt over in an instant, with a shout of triumph, by 
Zack. The athletic ceremonies thus concluded, the two 
stood up together aud shook hands heartily. 

"Too stiff, Blyth — too stiff and shaky by half," 
said the young gentleman. "I havn't kept you up 
enough in your gymnastics lately. We must have some 
more leap-frog in the garden; and Til bring the gloves 
next time, and open your chest by teaching you to 
fight. Splendid exercise, and so good for your jolly old 
liver." i 

Delivering this opinion, Zack ran off to Madonna, 
who had been keeping the Yenus de* Medici from being 
shaken down, while she looked on at the leap-frog — 
excessively amused, but a little nervous on ]S(fr. Blyth's 
account. "How is the dearest, prettiest, gentlest love in 
the world?" cried Zack, taking her hand, and kissing it 
with boisterous fondness. "Ah! she lets other old friends 
kiss her cheek, and only lets me kiss her hand! — I 
say, Blyth, what a little witch she is; Til lay you 
two to one she's guessed what IVe ji&t been saying to her." 

A bright flush overspread the girVs face, while Zack 
addressed her. Her tender blue eyes looked up at him, 
shyly conscious of the pleasure that their expression was 
betraying; and the neat folds of her pretty grey dress, 
which had lain so still over her bosom when she was 
drawing, began to rise and fall gently now, when Zack 
was holding her hand. If young Thorpe had not been 
the most careless, restless, and thoughtless of human 
beings — as much a boy still, in many respects, - as 
when he was. locked up in his father's dressing-room for 
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bad behaviour at church — he might have guessed long 
ago, why he was the only one of Madonna's old friends 
whom she did not pennit to kiss her on the cheek! 

But Zack neither guessed, nor thought of guessing, 
anything of this sort. His flighty thoughts flew off in a 
moment from the young lady to his cigar-case; and he 
walked away to the hearth-rug, twisting up a piece of 
waste paper into a lighter as he went. 

When Madonna returned to her drawing, her eyes 
wandered timidly once or twice to the place where Zack 
was standing, when she thought he was not looking at 
her; and, assuredly, so far as his personal appearance 
was concerned, young Thorpe was handsome enough to 
tempt any woman into glancing at him with approving 
eyes. He was over six feet in height; and, though ihen 
little more than nineteen years old, was well developed 
in proportion to his stature. His boxing, rowing, and 
other athletic exercises, had done wonders towards bring- 
ing his naturally vigorous, upright frame to the perfec- 
tion of healthy muscular condition. Tall and strong as 
he was, there was nothing stiff or ungainly in his move- 
ments. He trod easily and lightly, with a certain youth- 
ful suppleness and hardy grace in all his actions, which 
set off his flne bodily formation to the best advantage. 
He had keen, quick, mischievous grey eyes — a 
thoroughly English red and white complexion — ad- 
mirably bright and regular teeth — and curly light 
brown hair, with a very peculiar golden tinge in it, 
which was only visible when his head was placed in a 
particular light. In short, Zack was a manly handsome 
fellow, a thorough Saxon, every inch of him; and (phy- 
sically speaking at least) a credit to the parents and the 
country that had given him birth. 
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"Hullo, Snooks!" said he, looking down at the cat 
who lay between his legs, "youVe got another kitten, 
have you? and you're doing as well as can be expected, 
you prolific little devil — eh? I say, Blyth, you and 
Madonna don't mind smoke?" — he added, lighting his 
cigar. 

"!N'o — no," said Valentine. "But, Zack, you wrote 
me word that your father had taken all your cigars away 
from you — " 

"So he has, and all my pocket-money too. But IVe 
taken to helping myself, and g;ot -some glorious weeds. 
Try one, Blyth," said the young gentleman, sublimely 
puffing out a stream of smoke through each nostril. 

"Taken to helping yourseK!" exclaimed Mr. Blyth, 
"What on earth do you mean?" 

"Oh!" said Zack, "don't be afraid. It's not thie.ving; 
if 8 only barter. Look here, my dear fellow, I'U tell you 
all about it. My friend, the junior clerk at the tea- 
shop, has three dozen weeds, and I have a beastly Albert 
neck-tie thafs only fit for a gent to wear. The jimior 
clerk gives me the three dozen weeds, and I give the 
junior clerk the Albert neck-tie. That's barter, and 
barter's commerce, old chap! It's all my father's fault; 
he will make a tradesman of me. Ain't I a good boy 
to be doing a bit of commerce already on my own ac- 
count?" 

"m tell you what, Zack," said Mr. Blyth, speaking 
rather absently in consequence of being professionally 
engaged at that moment in enlarging the folds of a 
Bacchante's blue petticoat. "I'll tell you what, I don't 
like the way you're going on in at all; your last letter 
made me very uneasy, I can promise you." 

"You can't be half as uneasy as I am," rejoined 
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Zack. 'Tm jolly enough here, to he sure, hecause I 
can't help, it somehow; but at home Tm the most mi- 
serable devil on the face of the earth. My father 
baulks me in everything, and makes me turn hypocrite, 
and take him in, in all sorts of ways — which I hate 
myself for doing; and yet can't help doing, because he 
forces me to it. Why does he want to make me live 
in the same slow way that he does himself? There's 
some difference in our ages, I rather think! Why don't 
he let me have a key of the door? Why does he bully 
me about being always home by eleven o'clock? I only 
want to amuse myself quietly as other chaps do. Upon 
my soul, Blyth, I believe he thinks ifs my natural dis- 
position to be gambling, quarrelling, seducing, running 
in debt, and getting blind drunk every night of my 
life!" 

"Come, come, Zack! don't talk in that way, even in 
joke." 

"Oh, yes! it's all very well, you old humbug, to 
shake your head at me; but you wouldn't like being 
forced into an infernal tea-shop-, when you wanted to be 
an artist, if you were in my place. Look here! What 
do you think I had to do yesterday? They had a tea- 
tasting, as they call it, at the office. They made fifty 
small pots of fifty different sorts of tea, and poured them 
all out into fifty yellow gallipots. Then the principal 
partner puts a spoon into my hand and says * Do as I 
do.' And, by Jove, he goes all down the fifty gallipots, 
beginning at number one, and takes a spoonful from 
each, and rolls it about in his mouth, and then spits it 
out into a tin basin with a spout like they have at the 
dentists, and writes, down in a book some abominable 
hocus-pocus of lines and dots, at the end of each spit, 
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which he says is the character of the tea. And I have 
to imitate him! Fifty of the spoonfuls, and fifty of the 
spits, and fifty of the hocus-pocuses did I go through 
yesterday. I ask you, or any man, if it isn't too had to 
force me into such a tea and expectoration line of busi- 
ness as that? Of course it is! But Tve made up my 
mind: I want to be an artist, and I will be an artist 
Don't lecture, Blyth — ifs no use; but just tell me how 
Vm to begin learning to draw." 

This demand of Zack's touched Valentine on his 
weak point Art was his grand topic; and to ask his 
advice on that subject, was to administer the sweetest 
flattery to his professional pride. He wheeled his chair 
round directly, so as to face young Thorpe. "If you're 
really set on being an artist," he began enthusiastically, 
"I rather fancy. Master Zack, Pm the man to help you. 
Eirst of all, you know, you must start with drawing 
from the Antique (here he jumped up excitably). Begin, 
iiiy tK)y, with the glorious works of Greek sculpture, 
i^hich will teach you the eternal principles of Taste, 
and — aud, in short everything. Stop! just wait one 
minute! there's a bit of work here that I must finish. 
Never mind my painting — I can use my brush and my 
tongue both together." 

Here, Mr. Blyth returned in a great hurry to his 
picture; neglecting to move his chair round again, and 
perching himself briskly on the back rail. In this posi- 
tion he now began to iiirow a little more intellect (as he 
said) into the venerable bald head of the philosopher; 
who was represented in his composition as meditating 
profoundly on the gambols of the Dancing Nymphs. 

"You'll be down directly, Blyth, if you sit like that," 
Qaid Zack. 
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"Oh, no! rm used to it," feaid Yalentme; "I rather 
like the position; it reminds one of sitting on the top of 
a stile, and sketching from Nature in the country." 

"By George, so it does!" cried Zack, taking a chair 
directly, and putting himself into Mr. Blyth's position; 
"but, I say! don't you find it cuts you a little, in the 
long run — eh?" 

"So does a stile, if you sit long enough on it," re- 
joined Talentine, "But let's get back to what we were 
talking about. Let me see — what was I saying? Oh! 
the Antique. (Just hand me the palette-knife, will you?) 
"Well, you must form yourself on the Antique; by which, 
you know, I mean Ancient Sculpture — look there? just 
what Madpnna's doing now; she*s forming herself on the 
Antique." 

Zack went immediately to look at Madonna's draw- 
ing; the outline of which was now finished. "Beautiful! 
Splendid! Ah, confound it, yes! the eternal principles, 
and all that, just as you say, Blyth. A most wonderful 
drawing! the finest thing of the kind I ever saw in my 
life!" Here he transferred his superlatives to his fiingers, 
communicating them to lijadonna through the medium of 
the Deaf and Dumb Alphabet, which he had superficially 
mastered with extraordinary rapidity under Mr. and Mrs. 
Blyth's tuition. Whatever Zack's friends did, Zack always 
admired with the wildest enthusiasm, and without an 
instant's previous consideration. Any knowledge of what 
he praised, or why he praised it, was a slight superfluity 
of which he never felt the want. If Madonna had been 
a great astronomer, and had shown him pages of mathe- 
matical calculations, he would have ejaculated vehement 
eulogies just as glibly as — by means of the finger al- 
phabet — he was ejaculating Ihem now. 



Digitized by 



Google 



X82 HIDE AND SEEK. 

But Valentine's pupil was used to ^e criticised as 
well as praised; and her head was in no danger of being 
turned by Zack^s admiration of her drawing. Looking up 
at him with a sly expression of incredulity, she signed 
these words in reply: — "I am afraid it ought to be a 
much better drawing than it is. Do you really like it?" 
Zack rejoined impetuously by 'a fresh torrent of super- 
latives. She watched his face, for a moment, rather 
anxiously -and enquiringly, then bent down quickly over 
her drawing. He walked back to Yalentine. Her eyes 
followed him — then returned once more to the paper 
before her. The colour began to rise again in her cheek; 
a thoughtful expression stole calmly over her clear, happy 
eyes; she played nervously with the port-crayon that 
held her black and white chalk; looked attentively at 
the drawing; and, smiling very prettily at some fancy 
of her own, proceeded assiduously with her employment, 
altering and amending, as she went on, with more than 
usual industry and care. 

What was Madonna thinking of? If she had been 
willing, and able, to utter her thoughts, she might have 
expressed them thus: "I wonder whether he really likes 
my drawing? Yes, I am sure he does, or he would not 
have said so. Shall I try hard if I can't make it better 
worth pleasing him? I will! it shall be the best thing I 
have ever done. And then, when it is nicely finished, 
I will take it secretly to Mrs. Blyth to give from me, as 
my present to Zack." 

"Ix)ok there," said Valentine, turning from his pic- 
ture towards Madonna, "look, my boy, how carefully and 
anxiously that dear good child there is working from the 
Antique! I must take her out for a walk soon, or she 
will be getting a headache. Only copy .her example^ and 
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m answer for your being able to draw from the life in 
less than a yeai^s time.** 

"You don't say so? Oh, that cursed tea-shop! I 
should like to sit down and begin at once. But, look 
here, Blyth, when you say *draw from the life,' you 
mean — of course, there can't be the smallest doubt 
about what you mean — but, at the same time, you 
know, old fellow — eh? In short, hang me if I under- 
stand exactly what you do mean!" 

"Gfracious Heavens, Zack, in what criminal ignorance 
of art your parents must have brought you up! I mean 
drawing the living human figure from the living human 
being which sits at a shilling an hour, and calls itself a 
model." 

"Ah, yes, to be sure! I understand now (in fact I 
had a sort of a glimmering before). Some of those people 
whose names are written here over your fireplace? — 
Delightful! Glorious! Drawing from the life — just the 
very thing I long for most. Hullo!" exclaimed Zack, 
turning round to read the confused memoranda above the 
chimney-piece, and lighting accidentally on tiie particular 
line which has been quoted in the chapter of this narra- 
tive that describes Valentine's studio — "Hullo! 'Daniel 
Sulsh, athletic model with beard.' Oh, Lord! how I 
should like to see Sulsh! I say, Blyth, is he the sort of 
chap I ought to begin upon?" 

"He's a capital model," said Yalentine with a little 
hesitation; "his beard grows to his waist; and he has a 
splendid Famese Hercules development — in fact, we 
call him 'Hercules Sulsh,' in the profession. But he's a 
difficult fellow to manage. Some people think him a 
little cracked; and he certainly does walk about with a 
black cocked hat, and rusty knee breeches — or, at 
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least, he did; for he's in the House of Correction now, 
poor fellow!" 

"What have they put him in there for?'* asked Zack. 

"Well," replied Mr. Blyth, "ifs not so easy to say. 
You must know, one of his oddities is that he sees Vi- 
sions, which command him to do all sorts of extraor- 
dinary things — at least he says so himself. He got 
into this scrape, through seeing a Vision in the La- 
burnum Eoad, close by here. He was out walking, and 
stopped to look at a horse and gig,, standing, without 
anybody to mind them, at a garden gate; the horse being 
tied up to a lamp-post. Well, he saw a Vision which 
commanded him to get into the gig, and drive out a 
couple of miles or so, on the Northern Road, for an 
airing to improve his health. (You may laugh, Zack; 
but he told me this himself, when I went to see him in 
prison). I dare say you won't believe it; but he actually 
got into the gig and took his drive, and was met, coming 
back to Laburnum Eoad (with his health', he said, 
greatly benefitted) by the owner of the gig, who gave 
hiTYi in custody directly. His defence before the magis- 
trate was that he couldn't possibly disobey the Vision, 
and that he was bringing the gig back to where he took 
it from, when he was caught. Everybody thought him 
mad, except the magistrate, who said he was drunk, and 
committed him, cocked hat and all, as a rogue and vaga- 
bond. He goes on having Visions, even in the House of 
Correction; and I dare say he'll come here and tell me 
about them, the first thing when he gets out However, 
upon the whole, Zack, I shouldn't recommend your em- 
ploying Sulsh — at least to begin with." 

"Well, here's another name," said Zack, going on 
with the memoranda above the chimney-piece. "'Amelia 
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Bibby* — oh, by Jove, a woman! That's much nicer 
than Sulsh. TU begin with Amelia Bibby — eh, Blyth?" 

"You may, if you go to Ihe Eoyal Academy," said 
Valentine. "She sit§ there. She's a capital model, and 
so is her sister, Sophia. The worst of it is, they quar- 
relled mortally a little while ago; and now, if an artist 
has Sophia; Amelia won't come to him. And Sophia of 
course returns the compliment, and won't sit to Amelia's 
friends. It's yery awkward for people who used to em- 
ploy them both, turn and turn about, as I did." 

"But what did they quarrel about?" inquired Zack. 

"A tea-pot," answered Mr. Blyth. "You see, they 
are daughters of one of the late king's footmen, and are 
desperately proud of their aristocratic origin. They used 
to live together as happy as birds, without a hard word 
ever being spoken between them, till, one day, they 
happened to break their tea-pot, which of course set 
them talking about getting a new one. Sophia said it 
ought to be earthenware, Hke the last; Amelia contra- 
dicted her, and said it ought to be metal. Sophia said 
all ihe aristocracy used earthenware; Amelia said all the 
aristocracy used metal. Sophia said she was oldest, and 
knew best; Amelia said she was youngest, and knew 
better. Sophia said Amelia was an impudent jackanapes; 
Amelia said Sophia was a plebeian wretch. From that 
moment, they parted. Sophia sits in her own lodging, 
and drinks tea out of earthenware; Amelia sits in her 
own lodging, and drinks tea out of metal. They swear 
never to make it up, and abuse each other furiously to 
everybody who will listen to them. Very shocking, and 
very curious at the same time — isn't it, Zack?" 

"Oh, capital! Best bit of human nature I ever heard 
in my life," exclaimed the young gentlemaa, smoking 
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with tiie air of a profound philosopher. "But tell me, 
Blyth, which is the prettiest, Amelia or Sophia? Metal 
or Earthenware? My mind's made up, beforehand, to 
employ the best looking of the two, if you have no ob- 
jection/' 

"Which is the prettiest — eh?" said Mr. Blyth, 
slowly backing away from his picture into tiie middle of 
the room, and trying to speak about the nymphs, Amelia 
and Sophia, while his thoughts were all with their 
allegorical sisterhood on his own canvas. "Well, I really 
don't know; they're both fine girls. Sometimes one looks 
best, and somethnes the other. Amelia, being the biggest 
and fattest of the two, is, of course — though I can 
hardly say whether Sophia's figure isn't upon the 
whole — . I beg your pardon, Zack! I know I'm talking 
nonsense; but there's something bothers me just now in 
my picture, and I can't quite make out what it is. Dear, 
dear, dear me! the foreground's in a mess somewhere; 
and I can't for the life of me make out wh^re." 

"Oh, come, nonsense!" cried Zack, looking at the 
picture with his most confidently critical air. "Ifs the 
grandest foreground I ever saw in my life. Real poetry 
and — and, in fact, upon my soul what you call real 
poetry. Thaf s my candid opinion, Blyth. If the patrons 
of art don't lug out handsomely to get such an in- 
estimable gem as that picture — " 

"Stop! for heaven's sake, stop!" cried Valentine in a 
fever of excitement, "Fve found it out I've got at the 
mess in the foreground. Ifs in the bushes there, to tiie 
left of the figures.' Fve fetched out the nymphs and 
fetched out the philosopher, and now I must -fetch out 
the bushes. They're flat, and feeble, and funky in point 
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of paintmg — they want a little vigour crisply pitched 
into them, and they shall have it!" 

"Well, now you mention it, perhaps they do," said 
Zack. "But then the devil of it is, how are you to 
manage — eh?" 

"I'll manage it in two seconds,'' said Mr. Blyth, 
whiriing his palette-knife round and round in his hand, 
in a fine frenzy of artistic inspiration. "You have only 
to suppose those bushes ftirze-bushes in bloom; and ifs 
done. Don't say a word yet, till I've fetched them 
fairly out by throwing ^very man jack of them into full 
bloom!" 

Speaking thus, Mr. Blyth now proceeded to perform 
by one great effort those two difficult and delicate 
operations in art, technically described as "putting in 
taky touches, and bringing out bits of effect." These 
arduous final processes, are, as all painters know, only 
to be accomplished through the medium of certain 
mystic bodily evolutions, of the same intricate nature as 
those to which Valentine now abandoned himself. 

He first took up a little bright yellow paint on the 
top of his palette-knife, and solemnly held it out from 
him at arm's length, frowning intently at his picture for 
a moment or so. Then he excitably jumped forward a 
step — then nervously jumped backward again into his 
former place; indecisively describing strange figures in 
the air with his palette-knife. Suddenly, tiie expected 
moment of artistic inspiration came. He ran at his 
picture as if he were about to jump, harlequin-fashion, 
through the canvas — smeared the yellow paint over 
the bushes; passing the palette-knife across them in one 
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ferocious zig-zag sweep from end to end — rubbed tlie 
colour violently into the surface, at certain places, with 
the ball of his th\imb — ran back in a great hurry to 
his former point of view in the middle of the room 
— dropped his head very much on one side — held 
up two fingers before the figure-part of the picture — 
and, in that position, surveyed with breathless at- 
tention the general effect of the bloom on the furze- 
bushes. 

"Pve done it!** exclaimed Valentine, drawing a long 
breath. "IVe done it to my complete satisfaction." (Here 
he made another dash at the bushes with his palette- 
knife and his thumb). "You look surprised, Zack. I dare 
say you never saw bits of effect thrown into a picture 
before: ifs wonderful what we can do in art with our 
thumbs, in ticklish operations of this sort. Upon my 
honour, Vm so satisfied with the foreground, now I look 
at it again, that I think I shall give over work for the 
day, and take Madonna out to study effects of snow in 
the country. Ifs a deliciously bright, frosty afternoon 
for a walk. I wish you could come with us, Zack. — 
By-the-by, I mustn't forget what lots of advice Fve still 
got to give you about the art. But, teU me first, are you 
really and truly determined to be a painter?*' 

"I mean to be a painter, or I mean to bolt from 
home,*' said Zack resolutely. "If you don't help me, I'll 
be off as sure as fate! I have half a mind to cut the 
tea-shop from t)us moment; and go out to study effects 
of snow with you and Madonna, instead of going back 
to cast up sums at the office. Stop a niinute! By Jupiter! 
Ill toss up for it. Heads, liberty and the fine arts — 
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Tails, the teii-fihop. Tye got a shilling in my pocket: 
here goes!" 

"If you don't put the shilling hack directly," said 
Valentine, "and stick to your engagements, I wash my 
hands of you; hut if you wait patiently, and promise to 
show all the attention you can, at least for the present, 
to your father's wishes. Til teach you myself to draw 
from the antique. If somehody can he found who has 
influence enough with your father to get him to let you 
go into the Eoyal Academy, you must be prepared 
beforehand with a drawing thafs fit to show. Now you 
shall come here, if you promise to be a good boy, and 
learn the ABC of Art, in the evening — every evening 
if you like. We'll have a regular little academy," con- 
tinued Valentine, putting down his palette and brushes, 
and rubbing his hands iu high glee; "and if it isn't too 
much for Lawie, the plaster model shall be set in her 
room; and she shall draw, poor dear soul! as well as the 
rest of us. There's an idea for you, Zack! Mr. Blyth's 
Drawing Academy, open every evening with tea and 
muffins for industrious students. What do you say to it?" 

"Say? by George, sir, I'll come every night, and get 
through acres of chalk and miles of drawing paper!" 
cried Zack, catching Valentine's enthusiasm toectly; 
"and what's more, I undertake to toai^ the muffins. 
I don't wan't to brag, but there's a young man now alive 
who's the greatest dab at toasting mi^ffins that ever 
existed; his name is Zachary Thorpe, and he attends 
drawing academies, free, gratis, for nothing. Only let 
him eat his little whack out of what he toasts, and don't 
spare the butter, and — " 

"Stop a minute, Zack," interposed Mr.Blyth. "What 
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tiine ought you to be back in the city? it's two o'clock 
now.** 

"Oh! three o'clock will do. That greedy little beast 
of a junior clerk won't have stuffed down all his steaks 
and porter before three. Tve got lots of time yet, for I 
mean to go back on the top of a *bus.** 

"You have got about ten minutes more to stay,** 
said Valentine, in his firmest manner. "Would you like 
to go up stairs, and say how d'ye do to Lawie? — Ah, 
1 needn't ask! Go at once then, and take Madonna 
with you; 1*11 follow as soon as Tve put away my 
brushes." 

Saying these words, Mr. Blyth walked to the place 
where Madonna was still at work. She was so deeply 
engaged over her drawing that she had never once looked 
up from it, for the last quarter-of-an-hour, or more; and 
when Valentine patted her shoulder approvingly, and made 
her a sign to leave off, she answered by a gesture of 
entreaty, which eloquently enough implored him to let 
her proceed for a little while longer with her employ- 
ment. She had never at other times been at all anxious 
to claim an indulgence of this kind, when she was 
drawing from the antique — but then, she had never, 
at other times, been occupied in making a copy which 
was secretly intended as a present for Zack. 

Valentine, however, immediately induced her to re- 
linquish her port-crayon. He laid his hand on his heart, 
which was the sign that had been adopted to indicate 
Mrs. Blyth. Madonna started up, and put her drawing 
materials aside directiy. 

Zack, having thrown away the end of his cigar, gal- 
lantly advanced and offered her his arm. As she ap- 
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proached, rather shyly, to take, it, he also laid his hand 
on his heart, and pointed up stairs. The action was 
quite enough for her. She understood immediately that 
they were going together to see Mrs. Blyth. 

"Whether Zack really turns out a painter or not>" 
said Valentine to himself, as the door closed on the two 
young people, "I believe I have hit on the best plan 
that ever was devised for keeping him steady. As long 
as he comes to me regularly, he can^t break out at night, 
and get into mischief — that's one comfort." Here Mr. 
Blyth paused, and began to wash his brushes in a tin 
pot full of turpentine, whistling softly, as was often his 
way in thoughtlTul moments. "Ifs strange," he continued 
after a little while, still thinking of Zack, and drying a 
favourite brush by passing it backwards and forwards 
gently over the palm of his hand — "Ifs strange what 
an interest I have always felt in that racketty chap from 
the first. And, somehow, Lavvie and Madonila took to 
him directly, too, just as I did. I don't know anybody 
else that I would trust to be so intimate with our darling 
girl. But if s one blessed result of Zack's carelessness, 
that he don't ask prying questions about who she is, or 
where she comes from. No fear of her ever being traced 
out or taken away dom me through that lad, at any 
rate. — I only wish I could feel just as certain about 
everybody else as I have always felt about Zack!" 



It would be well for many of us if we were reminded, 
now tod then, of some practical truths which we are a 
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little too imiversally ready to forget It would have been 
well for Mr. Blyth if he had added to the poetical quo- 
tations written on the wall over his chimney-piece, the 
famous philosophical maxim which teaches mankind that 
the only way to pass through life without disappoint- 
ment, is — Netee to feel certain about AmrTHmo. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A Glance Backward. 

The years that have elapsed since Zack^s childhood 
hare not been passed without producing some very per- 
ceptible changes for the worse in his father^» personal 
appearance. Beyond this, however, the altering influence 
of Time has had but little effect on Mr. Thorpe. As to 
principles, habits, and manner, he is still the same rigid, 
grave, and joyless gentleman who, on a certain memorable 
Sunday, locked up his son in the dressing-room £or bad 
behaviour at church. 

Though not older than Mr. Vdentine Blyth, Mr. 
Thorpe now looked the painter^s senior by at least twenty 
years. His hair had become prematurely white. His eyes 
were so uniformly and coldly thoughtful in expression, 
that tiiey seemed to be but half aHve. His natural slenr 
demess of build had worn away graduedly, in the course 
of time, almost to emaciation. His face was even more 
attenuated ^an his figure; it was so fleshless that the 
cheek-bones seemed to project imnaturally over hollows 
of pale dry skin, deeply wrinkled in a downward direc- 
tion, on either side of his nose and mouth. These 
evidences of external decay could not be ascertained to 
proceed from any directly physical cause. Mr. Thorpe 
certainly jiuffered at times from nervous attacks; but the 
general state of his health was, on the other hand, per- 
fectiiy satisfiactory, not only to himself, but even to the 
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family doctor as well. His friends said that he had 
grown to look aged before his time, from iacessant men- 
tal anxiety, which anxiety they invariably and indignantly 
connected with the name of Zack. Mr. Thorpe allowed 
them to talk as they pleased on this topic, never abso- 
lutely accepting or absolutely rejecting the condolences 
that were offered to him on the subject of his way- 
ward son. 

He had always been a remarkably silent man, and 
his taciturn habits had increased as he increased iu years. 
His was not sulky, or mysterious, or variable silence; it 
seemed habitual and constitutional. What words he did 
utter were always of the same simple and straightforward 
kind. He never exaggerated in his talk, never used collo- 
quial phrases, and never approached violence of language, 
even iu the inost trying moments of his intercourse with 
Zojck. 

Jle had inherited a sufficiently large fortune (amassed 
in commerce by his father), to absolve him from all ne- 
cessity of working for his livelihood; but he was by no 
means an idle man on that account. Possessing very 
strong religious feelings; belonging to that large and re- 
spectable congregation of devout persons who seem to 
look at their religion exclusively from a controversial 
poiut of view, and to prize it chiefly for the sake of en- 
forcing its prohibitions, Mr. Thorpe was just the man to 
feel an active and conscientious interest in the theologi- 
cal politics of his day. He was warmly attached to that 
particular section of professing Christians which is techni- 
cally described as containing the "Low Church Party;" 
and liberally devoted his time, his energies, and his 
purse to the service of the enterprising community to 
which he belonged. He was an active member of more 
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than one Alliance for propagating Protestantism and an- 
nihilating Popery; he was an influential and generous 
Director of a famous Tract Society; he was Secretary to 
a local School Establishment, organised for the express 
purpose of preventing the Romanists from getting any 
ignorant children to teach; he was head of one of the 
Branch-Home-Correspondence-Departments of a wealthy 
Missionary Corporation; he was President of a lay As- 
sembly of private gentlemen associated for the purpose 
of examining and interpreting Prophecy, — in short, he 
was always occupied in one way or another — contro- 
versiaUy, proselytisingly, or theologically — in advancing 
with all his heart and might, the best interests of the 
powerful religious party to whose service he was at- 
tached. 

The house at Baregrove Square was not a hospitable 
house; for its master was not a man who delighted in 
festivals, and expanded imder the influences of social 
intercourse. He limited himself to giving small and 
mournful dinner-parties, choosing his guests from the 
friends who laboured witli him in the various societies 
to which he belonged, and from the clergymen under 
whose advice and influeiice they all acted. The con- 
versation was invariably on controversial subjects on 
these occasions; the decanters circulated slowly after 
dinner; texts (generally selected from the most' mystical 
passages in the Eevelation) were " expounded'* upstairs 
in the drawing-room, by way of evening recreation. Zaok 
was always ordered to be present at these solemnities for 
his own good; and suffered under the consequent morti- 
fication of flesh and spirit severely. 

Sometimes he was ignominiously aroused before every- 
body, from semi-oblivious slumbers, while the "expound- 

13* 
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ing" was in full progress. Sometimes he was discovered, 
and pitilessly checked, in manoeuvring to get the tardy- 
decanters prematurely brought within his own reach. 
Sometimes he was reproved and lectured for abruptly 
leaving the dining-room before Mr. Thorpe and his guests 
had risen from table. Zack himself used to account for 
this last dereliction of duty to Mr. Blyth, by assuring 
that gentleman that he was obliged to run out of the 
room to avoid being overcome by certain morbid yearn- 
ings to tumble head over heels, to imitate the crowing 
of a cock, and to grind the heads of seriously minded 
gentlemen against the wall behind them, which always 
disastrously assailed him whenever there was a pause in 
the solemn flow of conversation at his father's table. 

Mr. Thorpe's only approach to any such levity as a 
recreation for his leisure hours consisted i^ gathering to- 
gether and arranging autograph letters of celebrated men. 
The first places in this collection were assigned to ancient 
and modem divines; the second to politicians, especially 
those whose statesman-like deafiaess to cries for reform 
reconmiended them to the admiration of a Conservative 
posterity; the third to military and naval heroes; and the 
fourth to scientific celebrities. There was also a fifth, 
last, and lowest place, which was assigned to famous 
authors, — an arrangement, by the way, perfectiy in 
harmony with that ailing literary patriotism peculiar to 
the English Constitution, which is still too delicate to 
bear the shock of seeing a national statue of Shakespeare 
erected, or the names of the illustrious brethren of Shs^ke- 
speare's order inscribed, on any one of the great public 
sites and streets of the British metropolis. 

His books of autographs (for he had many volumes 
of them) seemed to be the principal solace of Mr. Thorpe's 
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hours of repose by his own fireside. Jkigravings of the 
celebrated writers of the celebrated letters were neatly- 
let into the top diyisions of the thick quarto leaves which 
gave size and solidity to the books. They were all neatly 
bound in the same sad-coloured morocco suits, with in- 
dexes at the end, neatly written in Mr. Thorpe's own 
hand. He used often to sit for hours together, silentty 
turning over the leaves of his collection; smoothing out 
accidentally crumpled pages of the letters, sticking them 
tight with gum at places where they had started, dusting 
ihe surface of the engravings gently with a large camel's 
hair brush; and, in fact, keeping the whole collection 
perfectly speckless in every part of it, from the first vo- 
lume tp the last. He never seemed to care much about 
showing his autographs to others; he never boasted about 
them, and never talked of what they had cost He had 
a silent, thoughtful, undemonstrative pleasure in enjoying 
them entirely by himself, in his own study, and that 
was alL 

Though in no sense of the word a domestic tyrant, 
he nevertheless reigned quietly and unobtrusively despotic 
over every member of his household, — always excepting 
the ever-graceless and revolutionary Zack* The house- 
maid never "over-alept" herself, the cook was never un- 
punctual with dinner, and the page was always ready to 
answer the door, at Baregrove Square. Wint^ and sum- 
.mer, spring and autumn, the whole domestic machine 
revolved always with the same unrelenting and ceaseless 
regularity. Morning and evening prayers were celebrated, 
the bell rang for Inreakfast at half-past eight, the front 
door was bolted for the night at eleven o'clock, never, 
in any instance, five minutes brfbre, or five minutes after 
the appointed time. Accident, forgetfulness, hurry, delay, 
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were four words practically superfiuoas to the Englifth 
language under Mr. Thorpe's roof. His will possessed 
some inscrutable superiority which rendered it easily 
master of the wills of others who lived in daily contact 
with him. Still always excepting his insubordinate son, 
he ' so completely assimilated every soul in his abode to 
himself and his habits, that the whole household, down 
to the very boy who blacked the shoes, seemed to live 
only to reflect the domestic character, and develop the. 
domestic principles of Mr. Thorpe. 

His wife was a remarkable example of his mysterious 
power of moulding the dispositions of others into perfect 
conformity with his own, without the slightest apparent 
effort, and without his influence being in any respect felt 
by those about him. 

Although Mrs. Thorpe had less of the turbulent old 
Goodworth blood in her veins than any other member 
of her family, her manner, before her marriage,^ always 
exhibited palpable traces of her father's vivacity, and her 
conversation was always more or less enlivened by some 
hereditary sparkles of her Irish mother's wit. But, after 
her union with Mr. Thorpe, these natural characteristics 
began, one by one, to disappear. Gradually and insensibly 
the gay word and the joyous laugh came less and less 
frequently fix)m her lips. Old 'Mends of the Goodworths 
who could not prevail upon themselves to face Mr. Thorpe 
for the sake of seeing his wife, except at rare intervals, 
always remarked with astonishment how completely she 
was changed, how unnaturally like her husband she 
seemed to have become, and how amazingly positive she 
was in agreeing with him in all his most outn^eous 
opinions, and all his most capricious tastes. 

In time, the poor lady begpn to reflect her husband 
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faithftilly, eyen.in peraonal appearance; she grew to re- 
semble him outwardly and visibly by growing thin. Her 
father's favourite joke, in her days of plump girlhood, 
about buying a small steam-engine to lace her stays tight 
enough would have been wretched mockery in her days 
of wedded life. She lost, too, in complexion and gait, 
as well as in figure; these and other personal changes, 
which it would be ungallant to mention, proceeding, 
however, from no unusual bodily ailment, and, most 
assuredly, from no mental disappointment They were 
simply the necessjuy physical consequences of the moral 
transformation effected in her by her union with Mr. 
Thorpe. 

At the time of her marriage it had been whispered 
about among her friends that she had misconstrued some 
very ordinary attentions paid her by Mr. Thorpe, had 
fallen in love with him, and had long pined for him in 
secret, before he discovered it, and — more out of honour 
than affection — made his proposals to her.' Her relations 
disapproved of her choice, but did not openly oppose it, 
and never plainly contradicted the rumours just alluded 
to. Whether they were true or not, it is at least certain 
that she was passionately fond of her husband, worship- 
ping him of course only with that correctly -regulated 
species of amatory devotion which it was conjugally pro- 
per to offer to such a man. She thought him the wisest 
and perfectest of created beings. She accepted all his 
worst prejudices as semi-divine inspirations and truths. 
She judged everybody by his standard, and shuddered 
over all her acquaintances accordingly. She delighted in 
paying the most servile obedience to his slightest caprices. 
His minutest household formalities were sacred family 
ethics to her. If, for instance, one of her best friends 
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kad declared in her presence tliat nine o'clock was a good 
ordinary breakfSast hoar for feimilieB, she would have di»- 
agreed with the assertion immediately (though natoraliy. 
the least disputatious human heing oyer created); and 
would have insisted that half-past eight was the better, 
time — simply and solely because Mr. Tlunrpe had fixed, 
half-past eight as the break£eist hour at Baregroye Square.. 
Thinking with her husband, feeling with him, UyiMg in 
his life, her heart was the moral thermometer whioh in- 
dicated the minutest chaises of temperature in the atrno^ 
sphere of his — indicated them truly to a hair)i breadth, 
except in the one solitary case when the variatioas were 
referable to the stormy influence of Zack. 

Towards her son she was still secretly unchanged. 
The old, loying, instinctiye pride of her earliest maternal 
days in the beauty of her child, retained unaswdlably the 
same strong place in her heart which it had always held. 
Other shrines once seated there, beautiful and holy in 
tiieir day, had long since been oyerthrown: this shrine 
remained indestructible to the last 

She wept often and bitterly over Zack's quarrels with 
his father; she was shocked and terrified, and indignant 
and despairing, by turns, at witnessing Zaek's recMess. 
insubordination — but she never once felt towards him 
as her husband felt, even in the lad's wildest excesses 
of scampish irregularity. That first affectionate, all-per- 
vading sense of triumph which she used to feel at look- 
ing on her boy, or thinking of him, in his childish days, 
would bum on, warm as ever at her heart (though rfie 
laied hard to believe that it was sinful) — often at the 
very time when she was echoing, with tears in her eyes, 
her husband's fiercest condemnation of their son's re- 
bellious conduct She could say his behayiour waa un- 
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pardonable, she could tell Zdck himself that it waa 
unpard(Hiable, and she could determine to feel con- 
Bcdentionsly, that it must be unpardonable; but still, in 
spite of all, the mothei^B pride in his £ne stature, his 
handsome healthy open face, his strength, hardihood, 
and high spirit, would plead for him; and, -worse still, 
would often secretly take Zack's side against his father, 
though it was the wife's household religion firmly to be- 
Heye that her husband was invariably in the right. 

Perhaps, Mr. Thorpe suspected this weakness in her 
character, and believed accordingly that her advice would 
be useless to him on any subject connected with his 
son's delinquencies; for, though he often consulted cler- 
gymen and devout Mends about the best method of dis- 
ciplining Zack, he never sought so much as five minutes' 
counsel from Zack's mother on that perplexing topic. 
Perhaps, on the other hand, he not only suspected his 
wif&'s weakness, but made allowance for it, and merci- 
frdly foribore, whenever he could, from submitting it to 
painful tests. He might well and justly have acted 
thus from motives of sympathy and humility only; for 
he had an abiding weakness of his own which exercised 
a curiously-debiKtating influence over his otherwise vir 
gorous and unbending disposition. 

His one worldly ambition was to preserve intact the 
character of a respectable man. His one moral weak- 
ness was the constant dread^f accidentally compromising 
this character, if he deviated in the smallest degree from 
the established routine of his chosen opinions, employ- 
ments, society, and daily habits. His standard of re- 
spectability was unlimited and uncompromising. That 
widely-worshipped axiom of our commercial morality 
which asserts that any man (or rascal) is respectable 



Digitized by 



Google 



202 HD)E AND SEEK, 

who can "pay his way,'* was an axiom at which Mr. 
Thorpe shuddered. His vigorous respectability — both 
in theory and practice — ascended incomparably higher 
and descended ineffably lower than the weakly respect- 
abilities of most of his neighbours. It rose to the climax 
of the most Puritanical virtue and the most impossible 
mortal perfection: it sank to the most humble and fa- 
miliar of the maimers and customs of everyday life. It 
embraced at once the strictest watchfulness in preserving 
the proprieties of temper and the proprieties of dress. 
It was equally vigilant in regulating the flow of his 
language and the length of his nails. It began with 
his behaviour at church: it ended with his behaviour 
at tea. 

If he worshipped respectability devoutly, he also 
worshipped it sincerely. K he anxiously washed the 
outside of the cup and platter, he did not forget to keep 
the inside clean too. He was not more virtuous in the 
broad glare of noonday than he was tmder cover of the 
darkest night. He was no such time-server, money- 
server, or rank-server with high moral principles, as may 
be seen among us every day. He was no hypocrite 
who secretly petted the sins that allured him and openly 
castigated the sins that were not to his taste. In grim, 
uncompromising, very truth, he was what he assumed to 
be; what he gloried in being; what he dreaded as the 
direst of degradations not to be — a respectable man. 
All the secret pulses of his moral and mental Hfe hung 
together on the same thread (it is never more than a 
thread, in this world), which elfevated his character 
above the reach of calumnies of every kind, great 
and small. As credit is prized by a merchant; as 
circulation is prized by an author; as reputation is 
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prized by a woman — so was respectability prized by 
Mr. Thorpe. 

If he had not had any children, or, having them, if 
they had been daughters — or, to take the case as it 
really stood — if his son had happened to be of a quiet, 
passive, and cool-blooded nature, the various peculiarities 
which altogether composed Mr. Thorpe's character would 
never have reached that disastrous prominence, as do- 
mestic agents, into which circumstances had forced them, 
now and for some time past. Having, however, a son 
who was neither quiet, nor passive, nor. cool-blooded; 
who seemed incomprehensibly to have inherited a dispo- 
sition from his mother's family instead of his father^s 
loins; whose exuberant enei^es, wild flow of spirits, 
and restless craving affeer excitement, dissipation, and 
change, would have tried the endurance of the most in- 
dulgent parental rule — having, in short, such a son as 
Zack, every one of Mr. Thorpe's favourite prejudices, 
principles, and opinions acquired a fatal importance, 
merely from the direct influence which they involuntarily 
exercised, not only in aggravating tiie filial irregularities, 
but also even in producing those very off'ences which he 
was most vigilantly anxious to restrain. Such pages 
of this book as are destined faithfully to relate the tri- 
bulations of 2ack, must not shrink from candidly ac- 
knowledging that the first cause which immediately pro- 
duced them was often, in plain words, no other than 
Mr. Thorpe himself. 

, Among the list of capacities which some people seem 
to be bom without possessing, or bred without acquiring, 
may be included the power of recognising their own 
motives, passions, and frailties, when reproduced in the 
actions of others who happen to be their inferiors in sta- 
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tion, or their juniors in yearsk When a lady and gentle- 
man in love and small circumstances, for example, both 
agree in considering that the motive which makes them 
want to be married may reasonably reconcile them to 
the sacrifice of every advantage which they respectively 
enjoyed in their bachelor and spinster conditions, as well 
as to the risk of every social misfortune which may fol- 
low an imprudent marriage; and when they have been 
accordingly matrimonially associated together for life, it 
is by no means unusual to. hear both husband and. wife 
declare that .they are highly astonished or extremely 
indignant, if their housemaid or cook happen to espouse 
a footman without prospects, or a greengrocer in a 
declining way of business. They cannot possibly under- 
stand how tiie girl can have been so infatuated as to 
give up a good place where she was perfectly comfort- 
able and was saving money, with the risk of starvation, 
ill-treatment, or desertion absolutely staring her in the 
fEice all the time! The mistress lamenta over her im- 
prudence with other married ladies, who cordially agree 
with her. The master appeals confidently, and not in 
vain, to other husbands to know if they ever before 
heard of such a fool in their lives. Suggest either to 
the lady or ihe gentleman, that John the footman and 
Jane the housemaid have only felt with their motives, 
acted with their passions, and obeyed, under the same 
circumstances, exactly the same human instincts which 
Master and Mistress have obeyed before them; and, ten 
to one, both husband and wife stare with astonishment 
and start simultaneously, as if they had been invested, 
for the first time in their lives, with eyesight enough to 
recognise themselves in the glass which is held up be- 
fore them by the conduct of others. 



Digitized by 



Google 



HiPiE Aim SEES. 205 

So agam with fathers and sons. How many parents 
are there who are capable of remembering what they 
were at twenty, when their sons happen to have anived 
at that age? How many can be found who are able 
frankly to renew acquaintance, in memory only, with 
such juvenile indiscretions as their children's, irregulari- 
ties sometimes drag by main force of analogy &om the 
convenient limbo of oblivion? How many fathers who 
feel violently irritated or deeply grieved at finding that 
their sons cannot practically absorb, in the course of an 
hour or two, the whole flood of good advice poured upon 
them from the paternal reservoir of morality, "wrhich has 
only been fed to overflowing by the accumulations of 
many years, drawn from that sixeam of wisdom whose 
first source was Experience — how maay fathers suffer- 
ing under such parental disappointment as this, are 
clever enough to find consolation for the present, and 
hope and guidance for the future, in the remembrance 
that they themselves also, in their day, were oftentimes 
sadly shallow and leaky recipients of the full flow of 
paternal counsel? How many really possess a serviceable 
capacity of this kind — or, possessing, are able to employ 
it for their own advantage and the advantage of their 
children? About the same number, probably, which 
would also include the sum total of ladies and gentlemen 
who are sharp-sighted enough to recognise their own 
matrimonial motives, when exactly reflected before them 
in the marriages of their inferiors. 

Now, although it must have appeared perfectly 
evident to anybody acquainted with Mr. Thorpe, even by > 
sight pnly, that his character at twenty could not have 
resembled the character of his son at the same age, it is 
also equally certaini m a plain human fact, that Zack's 
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father when a lad, and Zack's father when a gentleman 
of fifty, must have been in many important respects two 
very (Merent individuals. The baits with which the 
Devil fished for Mr. Thorpe at twenty, and for Mr. 
Thorpe's son after him, at those years, might have been 
different enough; but the one must have been allured — 
and caught, too, sometimes — by the special temptation 
which was proper to attract him, just as cleverly as the 
other was — caught, and perhaps thrown back into the 
infernal angler's well-stocked human preserves, to be 
neatly hooked again at some future {)eriod. 

Had Mr. Thorpe any memory at all for the tempta- 
tions which, as a fallible being, he must himself 
sometimes have succumbed to in his youth, on any 
of the numerous occasions when he passed merciless 
sentence of condemnation on the frailties of Zack? Did 
his power of making comparisons and tracing resemblances 
(though competent enough for all ordinary emei^encies) 
ever help him to the discovery that, however different 
in degree his faults and his son's, as young men, might 
appear, the first motive causes, the original moral weak- 
nesses which led to them, were, nevertheless, in virtue 
of their common human derivation of similar nature in 
both cases? Did he ever recognise any family likeness 
to past fallibilities of his own, in the fallibilities which 
led Zack astray into forbidden paths? Never: he was 
too busy in fighting blindly with results to look back 
into causes and into himself. His own conduct proved 
it, if nothing else did. Por, whatever other paternal 
experiments he might try, he never once attempted the 
justest, the most merciftil, and the most promising of 
all — the experiment of sometimes making allowances 
before he paased judgment on ZacL 
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A specimen has already been presented of his method 
of religiously educating his son, at six years old, by 
making him attend a church service of two hours in 
length; as, also, of the manner in which he sought 
to drill the child into premature discipline by dint 0/ 
Sabbath restrictions and Select Bible Texts. When that 
child grew to a boy, and when the boy developed to 
a yoimg man, Mr. Thorpe's educational system still 
resolutely persisted in being what it had always been 
from the first His idea of Eeligion defined it to be 
a system of prohibitions; and, by a natural consequence, 
his idea of Education defined that to be a system of 
prohibitions also. 

He was not a man to pause for an instant at reducing 
theory to practice. He never distrusted himself; and 
what he thought it right to do, that he did, undismayed 
alike by logical confutation or practical ill result. His 
plan of bringing up his son once formed, no earthly 
consideration could move him from it an inch, one way 
or the othet. He had two favourite phrases to answer 
every form of objection, every variety of reasoning, every 
citation of examples. No matter with what arguments 
the members of Mrs. Thorpe's family from time to time 
assailed him, the same two replies were invariably 
shot back at them in turn from the parental = quiver. 
Mr. Thorpe calmly — always calmly — said, 4that he 
"would never compound with vice" (which, by the way, 
was what nobody asked him to do), and, secondly, that 
he would, in no instance, great or small, "consent to 
act from a principle of expediency:" this last assertion, 
in the case of Zack, being about equivalent to saying 
that if he set out to walk due north, and met a lively 
young bull galloping with his head down due south, 
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he would not consent to save his own bones, or yield 
the animal space enough to run on, by stepping aside 
a single inch in a lateral direction, east or west. 

His system of educaticm acted badly enough with 
Zack as a child; worse still with Zack as a boy at 
school; worst of all with Zack as a young man, just 
ready to accept a vocation for Hfe. At this latter period 
of the son's career, the father^s infatuated obstinacy 
claims especial attention; for at this period it produced 
tiie most fatal results. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

The Tribulation of Zack. 

Kabbowness and intolerance were characteristic in 
yarious degrees of all Mr. Thorpe's opinions; and they 
especially distinguished his opinions on the sort of 
permanent occupation which ^he thought it desirahle 
that his son should choose. Four professions which l^e 
general voice of the civilised world is accustomed to call 
honourahle, he condemned in a breath. The army and 
navy were to be carefully shunned, because officers 
were often tempted to dissipation in quarters or in port. 
Medicine and law were equally inadmissible on high 
moral groimds; the first because it led the student to 
materialism and drunkenness; the second because it 
fostered infidelity by confusing the boundaries between 
right and wrong. Divinity was left as the last profession 
to choose, and the only profession of which Mr. Thorpe 
am)roved; provided always that it wrangled on his side 
of the question, and wrought to attain his favourite ends. 
The second place in his estimation was occupied by 
Commerce; principally because many of his devout Mends 
happened to be mercantile friends also. Beyond this 
he did not think it desirable to look. He had the 
hope of hoisting Zack up into the pulpit, and ike 
resource, in case of failure, of januning him down to 
the desk. What more could so practical-minded a parent 
possibly want? 
Hide and Seek. I. 14 
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But for the opposition of some clerical friends, who 
trembled naturally enough for the credit of their cloth, 
it is extremely probable that Mr. Thorpe — acting upon 
hifl favourite principle that- he knew best what was 
good for his son — would actually have persisted in 
trying to force the lad into the Church. Compelled 
to resign this project, under advice which he felt 
bound to respect, he chose the commercial alternative, 
as a matter of course; and fix)m that second choice there 
was no appeal. 

To say nothing of Zack*s character as a child — to 
pass over entirely the whole tenor of his behaviour as 
a boy at school — his mode of life at home, while 
waiting for the commercial situation to which he was 
destined, was of itself enough to have warned almost 
any father but Mr. Thorpe, that all the men of business 
in the British empire would utterly fail in turning the 
young gentleman to the smallest commercial account. 
His wild, restless energies, which had found vent at 
school in the cricket-field and the play-ground; in winning 
a fight one day, and leading the way into a desperate 
scrape the next; broke vigorously into a new outlet the 
moment he came home. His father at once forbade him 
the use . of every London pleasure — the innocent as well 
as the guilty; but could not forbid him, by any form of 
veto shoi:t of a set of fetters, the use of his arms and 
legs for the stated purpose of healthftd exercise. This 
was the manner in which Master Zack contrived to get 
the largest possible quantity of enjoyment out of the only 
privilege which he succeeded in wringing fix)m the 
parental despotism of Mr. Thorpe. — 

He always began the day by rising at five o*clock, 
in gallant defiance of the cold and rainy autumn weather 
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then preyailing. In three minutes he had huddled on 
all his clothes; in three more he had ravished from the 
larder as much bread, cheese, and cold meat as his 
pockets would hold, and was ready to start for a morning 
wash in the Hampstead Ponds. No matter what might 
he the condition of the atmosphere and the water, he 
stripped in the first, and. dashed into the second, to swim 
for an appetite just as other men walk for it. His next 
process was to dry himself, in glorious independence of 
any such effeminacy aa a towel, by skipping, tumbling, 
and jumping aU round the margin of the pond, , in the 
cold air; after which, he lightened his pockets luxuriously 
of a pound or so of provisions, by swallowing his break- 
fast meal. Having eaten his fiU, he was ready for 
a walk that generally averaged about twenty miles before 
he got home; meeting in the course of these pedestrian 
excursions with aU sorts of adventures, which he was 
wise enough to keep secret from the paternal ears. 
Sometimes, in the vagabond variety of his rambles, he 
lighted on a country fair; sometimes he roamed about 
with gipsies; sometimes he came up with a pack of 
hounds, and followed the hunt bravely on foot. No 
matter where he wandered, he talked to every man, 
woman, or child who would listen to him. Gentlemen 
abandoned their reserve, and rogues foi^ot their suspicion, 
when he accosted them. He scraped acquaintance with 
horsemen in himting-fields, and sat amicably with tinkers 
in dry ditches; just as much at his ease with the one 
set of companions as the other; and equally ready, in 
the high company or the low, to tell anybody who cared 
to know it, all about his family affairs, and how badly 
he and his father agreed together. Pedlars, trampers, 
and labourers — squires, farmers, and publicans — all 
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men were welcome alike to .the cosmopolitan sympathies 
of Zack. 

Such was the chaotic raw material out of which Mr. 
Thorpe proposed to create the various component parts 
necessary to the formation of an orderly conmiercial 
character! 

Although old Mr. Goodworth had died before his 
grandson had left school, there were other members of 
•his daughter's family left, who took interest enough in 
her son to expostulate seriously and often with Mr. Thorpe 
on his resolution to force Zack into a commercial career. 
They urged with perfect truth, that the lad's mad spirits 
and inveterately roving disposition entirely unfitted him 
for all staid and regular pursuits. They entreated that 
his own wishes might at least be consulted by way of 
experiment, even though it should afterwards appear 
impracticable to comply with them. They suggested 
getting him a good berth in the merchant navy, or at- 
taching him to an exploring expedition in Australia, 
which was then talked of; or letting him join as volun- 
teer on board the next ship destined for Arctic discovery 
— asserting that such adventurous employments as they 
proposed, or others resembling them, were alone fitted 
to suit his restless disposition, exercise his hardy physi- 
cal powers, and familiarise him with useful and necessary 
discipline. Mr. Thorpe always listened to this sensible 
advice, often as it was reiterated, with unruffled compo- 
sure and elaborate attention; admitted, with the slightest 
possible breath of sarcasm in his voice, that the schemes 
suggested might be perfectly wise and feasible in a 
worldly point of view, but added that he felt it his duty, 
definitely and without the smallest hesitation, to reject 
them, from conscientious considerations connected, he 
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deeply regretted to acknowledge, with the perilous spiri- 
tual condition of Zack. 

"My son requires the most unremitting parental dis- 
cipline and control ,** Mr. Thorpe used to say, by way of 
conclusion. "When he is not under my own eye at 
home, he must be under the eyes of devout friends, in 
whom I can place unlimited confidence. One of those 
devout friends is ready to receive him into his counting- 
house, to accustom him to business habits and lucrative 
pursuits; to combat his rebellious disposition; to keep 
him industriously occupied from nine in the morning till 
six in the evening; to surround him with estimable 
examples; and, in short, to share with me the solemn 
responsibility of managing his whole moral and religious 
training. Persons who ask me to allow motives of this 
awfully important nature to be modified in the smallest 
degree by any considerations connected with his natural 
disposition (which has been a source of grief to me from 
his childhood); with his bodily gifts of the flesh (which 
have hitherto only served to keep him from the culti- 
vation of the gifts of the spirit); or with his own desires 
(which I know by bitter experience to be all of the 
world worldly); — persons, I say, who ask me to do 
any of these things, ask me also to act from a Godless 
principle of expe(3dency, and to violate moral rectitude 
by impiously compounding with vice." . 

At this point, on most occasions, when his projects 
for his son were assailed by hostile criticism, Mr. Thorpe 
cleared his throat, sighed, and looked stedfastly down on 
the floor — - his wife put her handkerchief to her eyes 
— and his wife's relatives arose in a hurry, and acknow- 
ledged the force of the arguments they had just heard, 
in two words, by saying — i "Good morning.'^ 
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The commercial situation (in a tea-broker's" office) 
which Zack was now appointed to fill, was not expected 
to fall vacant for six weeks, or more. But he lost his 
liberty to roam the country from morning to night, on 
the very day when his place was secured to him. Mr. 
Thorpe considered it important that he should be drilled 
in his official exercise during all that remained of his 
leisure time at home; and resolved on engaging a tutor 
to instruct him in the art of book-keeping, and fiill him 
brimful of arithmetical knowledge. Zack's natural want 
of the calculating capacity (he could never be got to 
learn the multiplication table), and consequent abhor- 
rence of all that related to figures (he used to have his 
sums done for him at school by other boys), stimulated 
him to immediate rebellion against the proposed exercise 
of his father's authority. Mr. Thorpe said, with his usual 
brief decision and iron hardness of logic, that arithmetic 
was necessary to a commercial man — his son was about 
to become a conunercial man — therefore his son must 
learn arithmetic. Having uttered this short formula, he 
considered that he had done quite enough to stop a per- 
fect torrent of filial expostulation; and went calmly on 
with his letter to the arithmetical tutor, informing that 
gentleman of the first day on which his attendance would 
be required in Baregrove Square. 

But Zack resisted and expostulated anew at every 
fresh scrape of his father's pen. He had no head for 
arithmetic (he said), and felt perfect horror at the bare 
idea of entering a tea-broker's office. Drudgery at a 
desk, and confinement from morning to night would drive 
him mad. What had he done to be persecuted in this 
infamous way? (Here Mr. Thorpe carefully blotted the 
first page of the letter, and went on to the other side.) 



Digitized by 



Google 



HIDE AND SEEK. 215 

Why not let him learn to he a painter, like Mr. Blyth? 
Did they want to drive him to despair, and make him 
ran away from home, hy forcing him into the employ- 
ment of all others that he hated the most? (Here Mrs. 
Thorpe said, "Oh, Zack, dear, hush — pray, pray 
hush!") It was all very well for mother to say "hush," 
when father was breaking his heart! Yes, breaking his 
heart! It was as good as doing that, to keep him from 
being out in the air and the daylight, working away, 
sunshine and shower, all joUy and hot, at something or 
other that he was fit for. Make him anything but a 
tea-broker — he didn't care what If he might not be 
happy learning to sketch out of doors with dear old 
Valentine, let him be happy in some other line. Send 
him to a farmer, and let him be a country bumpkin for 
the rest of his days; pack him off to sea, as a sailor be- 
fore the mast, if they liked; he could rough it with the 
best of them. Make a railway stoker of him, and only 
see how he would feed the engine! Banish him to some 
butcher's shop; he didn't care, as long as he drove the 
cart. (Here Mr. Thorpe concluded his letter, and put it 
into an envelope.) Yes, rather than be shut up in a 
tea-shop and bullied into book-keeping, he would a thou- 
sand times sooner drive a butcher's cart — sooner sweep 
a crossing — sooner go of errands — sooner be an om- 
nibus cad. (Mr. Thorpe directed the letter, and put a 
stamp on it.) They might send the letter; but flesh and 
blood couldn't stand an arithmetical tutor — he warned 
them of that! (Mr. Thorpe looked at his watch — rang 
the bell — then, turning to Zack, said, "Prayers. Take 
your proper place, sir: and be silent, if you have any 
sense of common decency.") "Ah! prayers indeed!" 
(Here Zack muttered under his breath.) "Fm miserable 
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enough to want praying for more than any other livii^ 
soul in the whole world!" Mr. Thorpe put his letter 
on the sideboard, to be taken to the post the first thii^g 
in the morning. Mrs. Thorpe stealthily dried her eyes; 
Zack slunk off into a dark comer; the servants entered. 
Dead silence at last. 

That night Mr. Thorpe little imagined how seriously 
his son was reflecting on the propriety of running away 
from book-keeping', tea-brokering, and home, the first 
thing in* the morning. For once, Zack had not exag- 
gerated in saying that his aversion to employment in a 
counting-house amounted to absolute horror. His physical 
peculiarities, and the habits which they had entailed on 
him from boyhood, made life in the open air and the . 
constant use of his hardy thews and sinews a constitu- 
tional necessity. He felt — and there was no self- 
delusion in the feeling — that he should mope and pine, 
like a wild animal in a cage, under confinement in an 
office, only varied from morning to evening by commer- 
cial walking expeditions of a miserable mile or two in 
dose and crowded streets. These forebodings — to say 
nothing of his natural yearning towards adventure, 
change of scene, and exhilirating bodily exertion — 
would have been sufficient of themselves to have de- 
cided him to leave his home, and battle his way through 
the world (he cared not where or how, so long as he 
battled it finely), but for one^ consideration which, bold 
as he was, unnerved him at heart, and stayed his feet 
on the brink of a sacred threshold which he dared not 
pass, perhaps to leave it behind him for ever — the 
threshold of his mother's door. 

Strangely as it expressed itself, and irregularly as it 
influenced liis conduct, Zack's love for his mother was 
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yet, in its own nature, a beautiful and admirable element 
in his character; full of promise for the future, if his 
father had been able to discover it, and wise enough to 
to be guided by the discovery. As to outward expression, 
the lad's fondness for Mrs. Thorpe was a wild, boisterous, 
inconsiderate, unsentimental fondness, noisily in harmony 
with his thoughtless, rattle-pated disposition. It swayed 
him by fits and starts; influencing him nobly to patience 
and forbearance at one time; abandoning him, to all ap- 
pearance, at another. But it was genuine ineradicable 
fondness, nevertheless, however often heedlessness and 
temptation might overpower the still small voice in which 
its pure impulses spoke 1» his conscience, and pleaded 
with his heart. 

Nothing that Zack did was more thoroughly cha- 
racteristic of him than his manner of testifying his af- 
fection for his mother, generally on those occasions when 
she used to intreat him in private to pay attention to 
his father's wishes for her sake. Showers of loud hearty 
kisses, which took away the poor lady's breath; vigorous, 
romping embraces, which half frightened, half hurt her, 
though she would never confess it; loud-voiced, filial ad- 
miration, as ignorant as it was sincere, of all her little 
favourite and modest ornaments of dress: voluble nursery 
terms of endearment, so absurd, and at the same time so 
simply touching, when uttered by a sturdy son full six 
feet high, Ihat the mother often laughed and cried in 
the same breath while she listened to them: these were 
some among ttie roughly honest varieties of outward form 
in which, from time to time, Zack's filial affection de- 
lighted to express itself: these were the wonted guarantees 
(always given with perfect honesty of intention at the 
time), under which his promises of reformation bound 
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themselyes to ripen into performances that should last 
for ever. 

But it was the lad's misfortune to be gifted with 
more than his due share of the human frailty which, in 
different proportions, we all inherit from our common 
mortality. Rarely, very rarely, did the design"[and the 
fulfilment correspond, in his case, as they should. Often, 
however, as the enjoyments of the present misled him 
into forgetfulness of past engagements, and inattention 
to future consequences, there were periods in his life 
when the remembrance of his mother, and of all that he 
had promised to do for her sake, recurred to his me- 
mory, touched his heart, and saved him at the right 
crisis from the commission of many a fault, the con- 
sequences of which might have proved fatal to him for 
the rest of his days. 

Twice had he set forth to run away from school; 
and twice had the loving recollection of Ids duty to his 
mother stopped him in full career, and sent him back, 
a self-convicted deserter, to suffer heroically under the 
avenging birch. Over and over again, in his wanderings 
about the country, was he sorely tempted to stay out all 
night with poachers and gipsies, or to stop for the 
evening dancing in the booths at a feir; but the dread* 
of inflicting on his mother the misery of anxiety and 
suspense which his absence would be sure to cause her, 
was always powerful enough to turn his truant steps 
homeward, and bring him back at the appointed hour 
in the evening, obedient to domestic regulations for her 
sake. 

And, even when severer trials assailed his fortitude; 
even when the abhorrent presence of the arithmetical 
tutor first darkened the doors at Baregrove Square , Zack 
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let Mrs. Thorpe wile him into submission at the eleventh 
hour. And again, when thfe place in the tea-broker's 
office was vacant, if his mother had not coaxed, cried, 
and persuaded as only a mother could, nothing short of 
absolute force (and a very considerable exertion of it, 
too), would have led him an inch in the hated direction 
of the office stool. These domestic victories (which Mr. 
Thorpe complacently attributed entirely to his own firm- 
ness), the secret exercise of Mrs. Thorpe's influence ef- 
fected in spite of every obstacle; but more than this, 
even her imremitting exertions could not achieve. They 
could not allure the lad into liking an employment for 
which he was essentially unfit, and which he secretly 
loathed and execrated with aU his heart. Day by day 
— even hour by hour — - his stored-up hatred of his 
City occupations accumulated at compoimd interest. 
Night after night, as he tossed restlessly on his bed, or 
loUed out of window, smoking the proscribed cigar, did 
the familiar and fatal temptation to turn his b£ujk un- 
ceremoniously on home and home-troubles, increase its 
seductions, and, treacherously taking advantage of his 
own sense of the wrong inflicted on him, grow stronger 
and stronger in the conflict with the one good influence 
which still strove against it, weakly but resolutely to 
the very last. 

Among other unlucky results of Mr. Thorpe's con- 
scientious imprisonment of his son in a merchanf s of- 
fice, was the vast increase which Zack's commercial 
penance produced in his natural appetite for the amuse- 
ments and dissipations of the town. After nine hours 
of the most ungrateful daily labouf that could well have 
been inflicted on him, the sight of play-bills and other 
wayside advertisements of places of public recreation 
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appealed to him every evening, on his way home, with 
irresistible fascination. Almost in every street that he 
passed through, with wandering eyes and lounging gait, 
syren voices sang around' him of public gaieties from 
placarded shop doors and various -papered hoardings: 
Come, melancholy and discontented youth (murmured 
the dulcet accents through interstices of red, blue, or 
green letters of invitation) — Come, and forget the 
tribulations of the day, the murky realities of commercial 
life, in oUr brilUaxjit fairy-land of glitter and gas! Come, 
and polk with our nymphs to the music of far-famed 
bands; laugh with our swains at Comedy and Farce, and 
slang in slipshod rhyme, miscalled Burlesque. Come, 
quaff at gin and water's balmy fount; fatten delectably 
on chops and steaks; toss but some paltry shillings here 
and there; and lo! the Hades of your business hours 
shall change forthwith to Paradise at night! 

Such was the- constant evensong which murmured 
iDompanionably to Zack on his homeward way. But, 
mingling always with those melodious sounds, and 
striving cruelly to mar their sweetness, there growled, 
threatening and harsh, a horrent accompanying discord 
— . the voice of relentless prohibition that issued fix)m 
the paternal lips. 

Mr. Thorpe drew the line of demarcation between 
permissible and forbidden evening recreations at the 
lecture-rooms of the Royal and Polytectnic Institutions, 
and the oratorio performances in Exeter Hall. AU gates 
opening on the outer side of the boundary thus laid 
down, were gates of Vice — gates that no son of his 
should ever be allowed to pass. The domestic laws 
which obliged Zack to be home every night at eleven 
o'clock, and forbade the possession of a latch-key, were 
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directed especially to the purpose of closing np against 
him the forbidden entrances to theatres and public 
gardens — places of resort which Mr. Thorpe described, 
in a strain of devout allegory, as *'Devil's Houses" and 
"Labyrinths of National Infamy." It was perfectly use- 
less to suggest to the father (as some of Zack's maternal 
relatiyes did suggest to him), that the son was originally 
descended from Eye, and was consequently possessed of 
an hereditary tendency to pluck at forbidden fruit; that 
his disposition and age made it next to a certamty, that 
if he were restrained from enjoying openly the amuse- 
ments naturally most attractive to him, he would end in 
enjoying them by stealth; and that the habits of deceit 
so engendered, would be the habits of all others most 
likely, by blunting his moral sensibilities, to lead him 
into abusing the recreations which experience, if not 
precept, might otherwise teach him how to use. It was 
quite fruitless to address arguments of this kind to Mr. 
Thorpe. He answered them all by registering his usual 
protest against "expediency" and "compounding with 
vice;" and then drew the reins of discipline tighter than 
ever, by way of warning off all intrusive hands from 
attempting to relax them for the future. 

Before long, the evil results predicted by the op- 
ponents of Mr. Thorpe's plan for preventing his son from 
indulging in public amusements, actually occurred. At 
first, Zack gratified his taste for the drama, by going to 
the theatre whenever he felt inclined; leaving the per- 
formances early enough to get home by eleven o'clock, 
and candidly acknowledging how he had occupied the 
evening, when the question was asked at breakfast the 
next morning. This frankness of confession was always 
rewarded by rebukes, threats, and reiterated prohibitions, 
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administered by Mr. Thorpe with a calm aad pitiless 
severity, as imperially paternal dignity of manner, and a 
crushing assumption of superiority to every mitigating 
argument, entreaty, or excuse that his son could ui^e, 
which often irritated Zack into answering defiantly, 'and 
recklessly repeating his offence. Finding that all mena- 
ces and reproofs only ended in making the lad iU- 
tempered and insubordinate for days together, Mr. Thorpa 
so far distrusted his own powers of correction as to call 
in the aid of his prime clerical adviser, the Reverend 
Aaron YoUop; under whose ministry he sat, and whose 
portrait in lithograph hung in the best light on the 
dining-room wall at Baregrove Square. 

Mr. YoUop's interference was at least weighty enough 
to produce a positive and immediate result; it drove Zack 
to the very last limits of human endurance. The re- 
verend gentleman's imperturbable self-possession defied 
the young rebers utmost powers of irritating reply, no 
matter how vigorously he might exert them. Once • 
vested with the paternal commission to rebuke, prohibit, 
and lecture, as the spiritual pastor and master of Mr. 
Thorpe's disobedient son, Mr. Yollop flourished in his 
new vocation in exact proportion to the resistance offered 
to the exercise of his authority. He derived a grim en- 
couragement, he gathered a melancholy fulness of enjoy- 
ment from the wildest explosions of Zack's fury at being 
interfered with by a man who had no claim of rela- 
tionship over him, and who gloried, professionally, in 
experimenting on him, as a finely complicated case of 
spiritual disease. Thrice did Mr. Yollop, in his capacity 
of a moral surgeon, operate on his patient, and triumph 
in the responsive yells which his curative exertions 
elicited.. At the fourth visit of attendance, however, 
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every angry symptom of disease suddenly and marvel- 
lously disappeared before the first significant flourish of 
the clerical knife. Mr. Yollop had triumphed where Mr. 
Thorpe had failed! The case which had [defied lay 
treatment had yielded to the parsonic process of cure; 
and Zack the rebellious was tamed at last into spending 
his evenings in decorous dulness at home! 

It never occurred to Mr. Yollop to doubt, or to Mr. 
Thorpe to ascertain, whether the young gentleman really 
went to bed, after he had retired obediently at the pro- 
per hour, to his sleeping room. They saw him come 
home from business sullenly docile and speechlessly 
subdued, take his dinner and his book in the evening, 
and go up stairs quietly, after the house door had been 
bolted for the night. They saw him thus acknowledge, 
by every outward proof, that he was crushed into thorough 
submission; and the sight satisfied them to their heart's 
content. No men are so short-sighted as persecuting 
men. Both Mr. Thorpe and his coadjutor were "persecu- 
tors pn principle, wherever they encountered opposition; 
and both were consequently incapable of looking beyond 
immediate results. The sad trutili was, . however, that 
they had done something more than discipline the lad. 
They had fairly worried his native virtues of frankness 
and fair-dealing out of his heart; they had beaten him 
back, inch by inch, into the miry refuge of sheer dupli- 
city. Zack was deceiving them both. 

His sudden submission to his clerical assailant was 
not the impulse of the moment, but the result of previous 
reflection on the best method of silencing his father and 
getting rid of Mr. YoUop. To attain these ends he was 
reduced — or, rather, he thought himself reduced — to 
a choice between two alternatives: flight or dissimulation. 
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He would not have hesitated a moment at adopting the 
first, but for his mother. She had been more than usually 
kind, tender, and compassionate towards him (in secret, 
of course) since the increase of his domestic tribulations; 
and he could not summon the cruel resolution to leave 
her by leaving home. The second alternative was all, 
therefore, that remained; for, at his age, and with his 
temperament — bound down too, as he was, to an occu- 
pation which made the day hateful to him — the idea 
of ending all his difficulties by paying implicit obedience 
to orders, and wholly abstaining for the future from the 
only evening amusements that procured him a few hours 
of happiness to compensate for many hours of gloom, 
presented itself to his mind in the light of a sheer im- 
possibility. The second alternative was accordingly the 
alternative that he chose; and once thus decided, he soon 
hit on a notable plan for enjoying in secret the forbidden 
diversions of "London life," and at the same time 
sustaining his good character under the deluded super- 
vision* of the Eeverend Aaron Yollop. 

Eleven o'clock was the family hour for going to bed, 
at BaregroYe Square. Zack's first proceeding on entering 
his room was to open his window softly, put on an old 
travelling cap, and light a cigar. It was December 
weather at that time; but his swimming practice in the 
Hampstead ponds rendered him as impervious to cold as 
a young Polar bear. Having smoked quietly for half an 
hour, he listened at his door till the silence in Mr. 
Thorpe's dressing-room below assured him that his father 
was safe in bed, and invited him to descend on tiptoe, 
with his boots, under his arm, into the halL Here he 
placed his candle, with a box of matches by it, on a 
chaur, and proceeded to open the house door with the 
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noiseless dexterity of a practised burglar — being always 
carefiil to facilitate the safe performance of this dangerous 
operation by keeping lock, bolt, and hinges well oiled. 
Having secured the key, blown out the candle, and 
noiselessly closed the door behind him, he left the house, 
and started for the Haymarket, Covent Garden, or the 
Strand, a little before midnight — or, in otilier words, 
set forth on a nocturnal tour of amusement, just at the 
time when the doors of respectable places of pubHc 
recreation, which his father prevented him from attend- 
ing, w6re all closed, and the doors of disreputable places 
all thrown open. 

One precaution, and one only, did Zack observe while 
enjoying the dangerous diversions into which paternal 
proMbitions, assisted by filial perversity, now thrust him, 
headloi^. He took care to keep sober enough to be 
sure of getting home before the servants had risen, and 
to be certain of preserving his steadiness of hand and 
stealthiness of foot, while bolting the door and stealing 
up stairs for an hour or two of bed. Knowledge of his 
own perilous weakness of brain, as a drinker, rendered 
him thus uncharacteristically temperate and self-restrained, 
so far as indulgence in strong Hquor was concerned. His 
first glass of grog comforted him; his second agreeably 
excited him; his third (as he knew by former experience) 
reached his weak point on a sudden, and robbed him 
treacherously of his sobriety. 

Gallantly as he had hitherto resisted its allurements, 
in the constant temptation to excess offered by this third 
glass, lurked the great danger of self-betrayal and con- 
sequent discovery that lay in ambush for Zack; waiting 
to get the better of his frailty as other temptations had 
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got the better of it already. Three or four times a week, 
for nearly a month, had he now enjoyed his nnhallowed 
nocturnal rambles with perfect impunity; keeping them 
secret even from his friend Mr. Blyth, whose toleration, 
expansive as it was, he well knew would not extend to 
viewing leniently such offences as haunting night-houses 
at two in the morning, while his father believed him to 
be safe in bed. His misconduct, recklessly as he per- 
severed in it, had, however, not yet produced the last, 
worst result of deteriorating him beyond all chance of 
reformation. He had still grace enough left to feel 
ashamed of his own successful duplicity, when he was 
in his mother's presence. 

But circumstances unhappily kept him too much apart 
from Mrs. Thorpe, and so prevented the natural growth 
of a good feeling, which flourished only under her in- 
fluence; and which, had it been suffered to arrive at 
maturity, might have led to his reform. All day he was 
at the office, and his irksome life there only inclined 
him to look forward with malicious triumph to the secret 
frolic of the night. Then, in the evening, Mr. Thorpe 
often thought it advisable to harangue him seriously, by 
way of not letting the reformed rake relapse for want of 
a little encouraging admonition of the moral sort. Nor 
was Mr. Yollop at all behindhand in taking similar pre- 
cautions to secure the new convert permanently, after 
having once caught him. Every word these two gentle- 
men spoke only served to harden the lad afresh, and to 
deaden the reproving and reclaiming influence of his 
mother's affectionate looks and confiding words. "I should 
get nothing by it, even if I could turn over a new leaf," 
thought Zack, shrewdly and angrily, when his father or 
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his father's Mend favoured him with a little improving 
advice: "Here they are, worrying away again already at 
their pattern good boy, to make him a better." 

Such was the point at which the Tribulations of 
Zack had arrived; such the trials he was suffering, and 
the offences he was committing; and such the doubtful 
nature of his relations with home, at the period when 
that sanguine artist, Mr. Valentine Blyth, resolved to set 
up a domestic Drawing Academy in his wife's room, with 
the double , purpose of amusing his family circle in the 
evening, and teaching his wild young friend to be steady 
by teaching him to draw from plaster casts. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

., A Family Drawing Academy. 

AxTHOTJGH the most indolent and easy- minded of 
men, in dealing with the ordinary occupations and in- 
terests of existence, Mr. Blyth was impetuosity itself — 
a very Hotspur among painters — in all that related to 
his art. Whatever professional plans he might form, he 
never rested until he had either thoroughly succeeded, or 
thoroughly failed in executing them on the spot. If he 
had been at liberty to consult his own feelings, and to 
exert himself without reference to others, his morning- 
dream of a domestic drawing academy would have been 
realised the same evening, by the establishment of a 
family school in fiill working order for the three scholars 
whom it was alone designed to accommodate — Mrs. 
Blyth, Madonna, and Zack. 

But one great purpose to be achieved by Valentine's 
project, was the amusement of his invalid wife during 
the long winter evenings. Lavinia's comfort and con- 
venience were, therefore, to be consulted, as the first 
and foremost of all considerations. Anxious as she was 
to witness the establishment of the new academy in her 
room, it so chanced that the variable influences of Mrs. 
Blyth's malady on her general health were especially un- 
propitious to the immediate inauguration of her husband's 
evening drawing-school. She had her days of weakness 
and her days of strength; and it was necessary to wait 
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patiently for the latter, before she could be allowed to 
exert herself in the smallest degree. It waa only after 
a week of delay that a note could be safely dispatched 
to Baregrove Square, invitii^ Zack to receive the first of 
the series of drawing-lessons which Valentine had pro- 
mised to give him, on the occasion of his last visit to 
the studio. 

When Mr. Blyth rested at last from his labours of 
collection and- arrangement; and, looking gaily around 
him in "Lawie^s drawing-room," saw that all the pre- 
parations for the first evening of his domestic academy 
were complete, he was beyond comparison the most in- 
nocently proud and genuinely happy man then in ex- 
istence. And he had ample cause to feel elated, as he 
viewed the home-prospect surrounding him. Even the 
veriest stranger must have been morose and miserable 
indeed, if he could have entered Mrs.Blyth's room with- 
out feeling the happier for all that he saw, no matter in 
what direction his eyes might wander. There was, in 
truth, but one object visible in the whole range of the 
apartment which it was not a pleasure to look at — and 
this was the plaster head which Yalentine had incom- 
prehensibly selected, as the best model that his three 
scholars could draw from. It waa a^ cast taken from the 
tortured and terrible face of the centre figure, in that 
grand group of a father and two sons struggling in the 
folds of an enormous serpent, which we know in these 
modem days by the title of the "Laocoon." 

By throwing down a partition -wall, Mrs. Blyth's 
room had been so enlarged, as to extend along the whole 
breadth of o^e side of the house, measuring from the 
front to the back garden windows. Considerable as the 
space was which had heen thus obtained, every part of 
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it fram floor to ceiling was occupied by objects of beauty 
proper to the sphere in which they were placed; some, 
solid and serviceable, where usefulness was demanded; 
others light and elegant, whfere ornament alone was 
necessary — and all won gloriously by Valentine's 
brush; by the long, loving, unselfish industry of many 
years. From the airy and glittering little chandelier 
that lit the room by night, to the glossy leopard-skin 
rug that shone before the shining fire-place; from the 
garden under glass in one recess, to the tender-tinted 
satin-wood cabinet in another; from the carpet, whose 
rich green and brown hues mingled together in sober 
and perfect harmony of colour, to the cornice with its 
delicate tracery of vine-leaves and tendrils painted from 
nature — every object in the room told its mistress the 
same simple household story of watchful sympathy that 
never slumbered, and generous affection that never 
changed; or wrote on her heart the same touching record 
of sacrifices gladly undertaken, of trials cheerfully borne, 
of hard-won rewards gratefully prized, for the one noble 
purpose of making the sanctuary of the sick chamber a 
shrine for the choicest offerings, as well as an altar for 
the most earnest prayers. 

Mrs. Blyth's bed, like everything else that she used 
in her room, was so arranged as to offer her the most 
perfect comfort and luxury attainable in her suffering 
condition. The framework was broad enough to include 
within its dimensions a couch for day and a bed for 
night. Her reading easel and work-table could be moved 
within reach, in whatever position she lay. Immediately 
above her hung an extraordinary complication of loose 
cords, which ran through ornamental pulleys of the 
quaintest kind, fixed at different places la the ceiling, 
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and communicatiiig with the bell, the door, and a pane 
of glass in the window which opened easily on hinges. 
These were Valentine's own contrivances for enabling 
his wife to summon attendance, admit visitors, and re- 
gulate the temperature of her room at will, by merely 
pulling at any one of the loops hanging within reach of 
her hand, and neatly labelled with ivory tablets, in- 
scribed "Bell," "Door,'' "Window." The cords com- 
prising this rigging for invalid use were at least five 
times more numerous than was necessary for the pur- 
pose they were designed to serve; but Mrs. Blyth would 
never allow them, to be simplified by dexterous hands. 
Clumsy as their arrangement might appear to others, in 
her eyes it was without a fault: every useless cord was 
sacred from the reforming knife, for Valentine's sake. 

Looking at her face, as she now lay on the couch 
side of the bed, talking to her husband, or writing on 
Madonna's slate, while the deaf and dumb girl sat by 
her, it was not easy to associate the idea of long con- 
finement and suffering either with her voice, her manner, 
or her look. Pitilessly as Disease had set its profaning 
traces on her face, the expression of her feiatures defied 
the worst ravages of the Spoiler; living on in the glad 
vitality of its own beauty, the one visible portion of her 
frail life unenfeebled and unchanged. The hollow might 
be now in her cheek, where the dimply once had been; 
the bloom of her complexion and tiie vivacity of her 
dork eyes might have died away sadly, as the withering 
breath of sickness passed oyer them — but the expres- 
sion still shone out with a bright happiness of modest 
courage and deathless hope, which covered as with a 
veil of sunshine, all that was now worn and wasted in 
the tender face. 
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Imprisoned to one room, as she had now been for 
years, she had not lost her natural womanly interest ia 
the little occupations and events of household life. From 
the studio to the kitchen, she managed every day, through 
channels of communication invented by herself, to find 
out the latest domestic news; to be present in spirit at 
least, if not in body, at family consultations which could 
not take place in her room; to know exactly how her 
husband was getting on down stairs with his pictures; to 
rectify in time any omission of which Mr. Blyth or Ma- 
donna might be guilty in making the dinner arrange- 
ments, or in sending orders to trades-people; to keep tiie 
servants attentive to their work, and to indulge or con- 
trol them, as the occasion ^might require. Neither by 
look nor manner did she betray any of the suUen list- 
lessness or fretful impatience sometimes attendant on 
long, incurable iUness. Her voice, low as its tones were, 
was always cheerful, an4 varied musically and pleasantly 
with her varying thoughts. On her days of weakness, 
when she suffered much under her malady, she was ac- 
customed to be quite still and quiet, and to keep her 
room darkened — these being the only signs by which 
any increase in her disorder could be detected by those 
about her. She never complained when the bad symp- 
toms came on; and never voluntarily aidmitted, even on 
being questioned, that the spine was more painful to her 
than usual. 

She was dressed very prettily for the opening night 
of the Drawing Academy, wearing a delicate lace cap, 
and a new silk gown of Valentine's choosing, made full 
enough to hide the emaciation of her figure. Her hus- 
band's love, faithful through all affliction and change to 
the girlish image of its first worship, still affectionately 
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exacted from her as much attention to the graces and 
luxuries of dress as she might have bestowed on them 
of her own accord, in the best and gayest days of youth 
and health. She had never looked happier and better 
in any new g6wn than in that, which Mr. Blyth had 
insisted on giving her, to commemorate the establishment 
of the domestic drawing school in her own room. 

Seven o'clock had been fixed as the hour at which 
the business of the academy was to begin. Always 
punctual, wherever his professional engagements were 
concerned, Valentine put the finishing touch to his pre- 
parations, as the clock struck; and perching himself gaily 
on a comer of Mrs. Blyth's couch, surveyed his drawing- 
, boards, his lamps, and his plaster cast from the '^ Lao- 
coon," with bland artistic triumph. 

"Now, Lawie," said he, "before Zack comes and 
confuses me (which, he's certain to do). Til just check 
off all the drawing things one after another, to make 
sure that nothing's left down stairs in the studio, that 
ought to be up here." 

As. her husband said these words, 2klrs. Blyth touched 
Madonila gently on the shoulder. For some little time 
the girl had been sitting thoughtfully, with her head 
bent down, her cheek resting on her hand, and a bright 
smile just parting her lips very prettily. The affliction 
which separated her from the worlds of hearing and 
speech — which set her apart among her fellow- 
creatures, a solitary living being in a sphere of death- 
silence that others might approach, but might never 
enter — gave a touching significance to the deep, medi- 
tative stillness that often passed over her suddenly, even 
in the society of her adopted parents, and of friends who 
were all talking around her. Sometimes the thoughts 
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by which she was thus absorbed — thoughts only in- 
dicated to others by the shadow of their mysterious 
presence, moving in the expressions that passed over her 
face — held her long under their influence: sometimes, 
they seemed to die away in her mind almost as sud- 
denly as they had arisen to life in it. It was one of 
Valentine's many eccentric fancies that she was not 
meditating only, at such times as these, but that, deaf 
and dumb as she was with the creatures of this world, 
she could talk with the angels, and could hear what the 
heavenly voices said to her in return. 

The moment she was touched on the shoulder, she 
looked up, and nestled close to her adopted mother; 
who, passing one arm round her neck, explained to her, 
by means of the manual signs of the deaf and dumb 
alphabet, what Yalentine was saying at that moment. 

Nothing was more characteristic of Mrs. Blyth's warm 
sympathies and affectionate consideration for Madonna 
than this little action. The kindest people rarely think 
it necessary, however well practised in communicating 
by the fingers with the deaf, to keep them informed of 
any ordinary conversation which may be proceeding in 
their presence. Wise disquisitions, witty sayings, curious 
stories, are conveyed to their minds by sympathisiog 
friends and relatives, as a matter of course; but the little 
chatty, nothings of everyday talk, which most pleasantly 
and constantly employ our speaking, and address our 
li earing faculties, are thought too slight and fugitive in 
their nature to be worthy of transmission by interpreting 
fingers or pens, and are consequently seldom or never 
communicated to the deaf. No deprivation attending 
tiieir affliction is more severely felt by them than the 
special deprivation which thus ensues, and which exiles 
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their sympathies, in a great measure, from all share in 
the familiar social interests of life around them. 

Mrs. Blyth's kind heart, quick intelligence, and de- 
voted affection for her adopted child, had long since 
impressed it on her, as the first of duties and pleasures, 
to prevent Madonna from feeling the excluding influences 
of her calsimity, while in the society of others, by 
keeping her well informed of every one of the many 
conversations, whether jesting or eainest, that were held 
in her presence, in the invalid-room. For years and 
years past, Mrs. Blyth's nimble fingers had been ac- 
.customed to interpret all that was said by her bedside 
before the deaf and dumb girl, as they were interpreting 
for her now. 

"Just stop me, Lawie, if I miss anything out, in 
making sure that IVe got all thafs wanted for every- 
body's drawing lesson," said Valentine, looking admiringly 
at tiie cast from the "Laocoon," and preparing to reckon 
up the list of his materials correctly, by placing his 
right forefinger on his left thumb. "First, there's the 
head that all my students are to draw from — the 
glorious Larkoon!" (This was how he pronounced the 
classical proper name.) "Secondly — " 

"But, Valentine dear," interposed Mrs. Blyth, her 
fingers forming the words round Madonna's neck almost 
as fast as she spoke them, "why did you choose that 
dreadful, dying face for us to copy from? My father 
thinks that all art which only shocks and horrifies those 
whom it addresses, is art perverted from its right use; 
and I really can't help agreeing with him when I look 
at that face; though I know all the time that you must 
be the best judge." 

One of Mrs. Blyth's peculiarities was a habit of con- 
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stantly referring to her father's opinions and to the prints 
that he had produced, whenever the conversation ran on 
ari; and, sometimes, even after art had been exchanged 
for other topics. She was the poor engraver's favourite 
child, and while he had her at home, was the only- 
member of the family to whom he ventured to confide 
aU his cherished projects, all the hopes and triumphs 
connected with his pursuit. like many other shy, nervous, 
gentle-hearted men bom to obscurity, he was secretly am- 
bitious of attaining the noisiest glories of celebrity. His 
simple yearnings to become famous in his profession, his 
innocent self-glorification after a good day's work, his 
pride at seeing his name mentioned now and then in a 
newspaper, when a print from his graver got critical 
notice, his own private opinions about great painters, 
living and dead, were all addressed secretly to his pretty 
Lavinia. She was the only being in the little world of 
his daily existence who was ever ready and pleased to 
hear all the talk about art that was ia him, and that he 
dare not let out to gruff publishers, who made it a favour 
to employ him — to famous painters whose valuable 
time he could not venture to occupy — to his wife, who 
thought most highly of him as an engraver on the rare 
occasions when te was ready with her allowance for the 
weekly bills. Thus Mrs. Blyth grew up from an early 
age in the affectionate conviction that her father was a 
neglected genius, and that his unappreciated notions on 
art were so many great original ideas lost to posterity. 
She never to the last abandoned her early faith in him, 
or thought of overcoming the habit she had of vindica- 
ting that faith by quoting his opinions incessantiy to 
everybody who visited the house. 

"I honour your father's principles, my love," said 
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Mr. Blyth, in answer to his wife's objection; "I honour 
his principles, and admire his practice.'' (Mrs. Blyth 
looked gratefully towards the wall on which her father's 
prints hung, all framed under Valentine's directions, and 
arranged by Valentine's own hands). "I will even go 
further, Lawie, and confess that I am delighted to hear 
you say you think the face of the Larkoon horrifying, 
for I chose it for the model to-night with the express 
purpose of horrifying Zack." 

Madonna's blue eyes opened wide in astonishment, 
as these words were interpreted to her. Mrs. Blyth 
smiled at the idea of horrifying such a person as Mr. 
Zachary Thorpe, junior, with a plaster cast. 

"Zack is flighfy, inattentive, and so ignorant of art 
that I doubt even whether he knows I am referring to 
classical sculpture when I speak to him about the An- 
tique," pursued Valentine. "Now, when such a student 
as he is begins to learn to draw, I have no hesitation in 
saying that unless the Antique crushes him at first sight 
into a sort of awe-struck submission to art, the Antique 
won't get him to study from it with the slightest atten- 
tion for five minutes together. He wants a model to 
draw from that will keep him quiet by making him 
shiver in his shoes the moment he looks at it. The 
Larkoon in the agonies of death I consider to be just the 
sort of cast to make a beginner's flesh creep: therefore, 
the Larkoon is the very thing we want for Zack." - 

"Don't you think he will find it too difficult for him 
to copy from at a first lesson?" asked Mrs. Blyth. "My 
father used always to say that young engravers — but I 
suppose drawing from the Antique is a different thing." 

"Zack shall find nothing difficult if he will only stick 
to my instructions," said Mr. Blyth, confidently. "But 



Digitized by 



Google 



238 HIDE AND SEEK. 

he will be here directly, before I have got through 
checking off all the things Tve brought fix)m the paint- 
ing-room. Let me see; where w«is I when I began? Oh! 
at the Larkoon. Very good. First, the plaster cast,** 
said Valentine, beginning once more, and again making 
a cypher of his left thumb. "Second, two chairs put at 
the right points of view. The chair with the front view 
for Madonna; the chair with the profile view for Zack, 
because if s the easiest. The three-quarter view, my love, 
I reserve for you, just as you see it now, because ifs the 
best, and I want yours to be the best drawing. Fourth- 
ly -" 

"You haven't got to thirdly, yet, Valentine dear,'* 
suggested Mrs. Blyth. 

"No more I have! Thirdly, of course. Thirdly, the 
— the what? Do you know, Fm getting a little con- 
fused already, almost as if I couldn't quite make out 
what I ought to check off next — Curious, isn't it?" 

"Have you got the port-crayons?" asked Mrs. Blyth. 

"To be sure! Thirdly, the port-crayons, of course. 
Oh, good gracious! where can I have put the port- 
crayons?" And Mr. Blyth began to hunt for the lost 
articles, as usual, in the wrong places. Mrs. Blyth made 
a sign to Madonna, who found them all huddled together 
behind the cast. "Thirdly, the port-crayons," reiterated 
Valentine, kissing her in triumph, as she presented them 
to him. "The port-crayons, and the black and white 
chalk all cut ready to a point, with a double allowance 
to Zack, because he's sure to be breaking his points all 
the evening. Fourthly, — now Fve got to fourthly, 
Lawie, I feel all right. Stop, though. It oughtn't to 
be the lamps; it ought to be something small and likely 
to be foi^otten. Fourthly, three drawing-boards — no, 
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they're the hi^est things of all. Paper? — No, ifs 
stuck on the drawing-boards; the thickest bit for Zack, 
because he's certain to rub out every line he does for 
the first half hour. Fourthly — Lawie ! I've forgotten 
something important; and I don't in the least know what 
it is," exclaimed Mr. Blyth in a lamentable voice, look- 
ing all round him in exteme perplexity and dismay. 

"Not the muffins you promised Zack for tea, I hope," 
said Mrs. Blyth, laughing. 

"Fourthly, muflfins!" cried Valentine, briskly — "not 
that they're forgotten, by any means, for I've ordered in 
enough to suffocate every soul in the house — but if s a 
blessing to have something at last that will do for 
Fourthly, and get one on again to Fifthly. But Fifthly 
what? There's the difficulty. What can 1 have forgot- 
ten? Do try and think, my dear. Ifs something that 
everybody wants for drawing." 

"Bread-crumb to rub out with," su^ested Mrs. Blyth, 
after a moments consideration. 

"Thafs it!" exclaimed Valentine, ecstatically. "Fve 
left all the bread-crumb down stairs in the painting- 
room. No, no! don't trouble Madonna to go after it. 
She don't know where it is. Tell her to poke the fire 
instead: I'll be back directly." And Mr. Blyth skipped 
out of the room as nimbly as if he had been fifteen in- 
stead of fifty. 

No sooner was Valentine's back turned than Mrs. 
Blyth's hand was passed under the pretty swan's-down 
coverlet that lay over her couch, as if in search of some- 
thing hidden beneath it. In a moment the hand reap- 
peared, holding a chalk drawing very lightly and neatly 
framed. It was Madonna's copy from the head of the 
Venus de' Medici — the same copy which Zack had 
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honoured with his most superlative exaggeration of praise, 
at his last Visit to the studio. She had not since for- 
gotten, or altered her purpose of making him a present 
of the drawing which he had admired so much. It bad 
been finished with the utmost care and completeness 
which she could bestow upon it; had been put into a 
very pretty frame which she had paid for out of her own 
little savings of pocket-money; and was now hidden under 
Mrs. Blyth's coverlet, to be drawn forth as a grand sur- 
prise for Zack, and for Valentine too, on that very 
evening. 

After looking once or twice backwards and forwards 
between the copyist and the copy, her pale kind fade 
beaming with the quiet merriment that overspread ity 
Mrs. Blyth laid down the drawing, and began talking 
with her fingers to Madonna. 

"So you will not even let me teU Valentine who 
this is a present for?" were the first words which she 
signed. 

The girl was sitting with her back half turned on 
the drawing; glancing at it quickly from time to time 
with a strange shyness and indecision, as if the work of 
her own hands had undergone some transformation which 
made her doubt whether she was any longer privileged 
to look at it. She shook her head in reply to the ques- 
tion just put to her, then moved round suddenly on her 
chair; her fingers playing nervously with the fringes of 
the coverlet at her side. 

"We all like Zack," proceeded Mrs. Blyth, enjoying 
the amusement which her womanly instincts extracted 
from Madonna's confusion; "but you must like him very 
much, love, to take more pains with this particular 
drawing than with any drawing you ever did before." 
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This time Madonna -neither looked up nor moved an 
inch in her chair, her fingers working more and more 
nervously amid the fringe; her treacherous cheeks, neck, 
and bosom, answered for her. 

Mrs. Blyth touched her shoulder gaily, and, after 
placing the drawing again under the coverlet, made her 
look up, while signing these words: 

"I shall give the drawing to Zack very soon after 
he comes in. It is sure to make him happy for the rest 
of the evening, and fonder of you than ever." 

Madonna*s eyes followed Mrs. Blyth's fingers eagerly 
to the last letter they formed; then rose softly to her 
face with the same wistful questioning look which they 
had assumed before Valentine, years and years ago, when 
he first interfered to protect her in the tevelling circus. 
There was such an irresistible tenderness in the faint 
smile that wavered about her lips; such a sadness of in- 
nocent beauty in her face, now growing a shade paler 
than it was wont to be, that Mrs. Blyth's expression be- 
came serious the instant their eyes met. She drew the 
girl forward and kissed her. The kiss was returned many 
times, with a passionate warmth and eagerness remark- 
ably at variance with the usual gentleness of all Ma- 
donna's actions. What had changed her thus? Before 
it was possible to inquire or to think, she had broken 
away from the kind arms that were round her, and was 
kneeling with her face hidden in the pillows that lay 
over the head of the couch. 

"I must quiet her directly. I ought to make her 
feel that this is wrong," said Mrs. Blyth to herself, 
looking startled tmd grieved as she withdrew her hand 
wet with tears, after trying vainly to raise the girl's face 
from the pillows. "She has been thinking too much 
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lately — too much about that drawing; too much, I am. 
afraid, about Zack." 

Just at that moment Mr. Blyth opened the door. 
Feeling the slight shock, as he let it bang to after 
entering. Madonna instantly started up and ran to the 
fireplace. Valentine did not notice her when he 
came in. 

He bustled about the neighbourhood of the plaster 
cast, talking incessantly, arranging his lumps of bread- 
crumb by the drawing-boards, and trimming the lamps 
that lit the model. Mrs. Blyth cast many an anxious 
look towards the fireplace. After the lapse of a few 
minutes Madonna turned round and came back to the 
couch. The traces of tears had almost entirely departed 
fix)m her face. She made a little appealing gesture that 
asked Mrs. Blyth to be silent about what had happened 
while they were alone; kissed, as a sign that she wished 
to be forgiven, the hand that was held out to her; and^ 
then sat down quietly again in her accustomed place. 

"Fifthly, the bread-crumb," said Mr. Blyth, pro- 
ceeding, undaunted by previous failures, with his 
enumeration of all the materials he had collected up- 
stairs. 

"Sixthly, the — oh, Lord! ifs no use going on now. 
There's Zack." 

As he spoke, a loud voice was heard calling down 
the kitchen stairs from the hall — adjuring the cook to 
speak the truth, and say whether muffins had really 
been ordered for tea. Then followed a long whispering, 
succeeded by a burst of giggling from the housemaid, 
who presently ascended to Mrs. Blyth's room alone, and 
entered — after a brief explosion of suppressed laughter 
behind the door — holding out at arm's, length a pair of 
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those puffy wash-leather dumplings, known to the pu- 
gilistic world by the name of boxing-gloves. 

"If you please, sir," said the girl, addressing Valen- 
tine, and tittering hysterically at every third word, 
"Master Zack's down stairs on the landing, and he says 
you're to be so kind as put oi;i these things (he's putting 
another pair on hisself), and give him the pleasure of 
your company for a few minutes in the painting- 
room." 

"Come on, Blyth," cried the voice from the stairs. 
"I told you I shoidd bring the gloves, and teach you to 
box, last time I was here, you know. Come on! I only 
want to open your chest by knocking you about a* 
little in the painting-room before we begin to draw." 

The servant still held the gloves away from her, at 
the full stretch of her arm, as if she feared they were 
yet alive with the pugilistic energies that had been im- 
parted to them by their last wearer. Mrs. Blyth burst 
out laughing. Yalentine followed her example. The 
housemaid began to look bewildered, and begged to 
know, if her master would be so kind as to take "the 
things" away, from her. 

"Did you say, come up-stairs?" continued the voice 
outside. "All right. I have no objection if Mrs. Blyth 
hasn't." Here Zack came in with the glove's on, "squarring'' 
on the most approved prize-fighter principles as he ad- 
vanced. "Put 'em on, Blyth! These are the pills for 
that sluggish old liver of yours that you're always com- 
plaining of. Wiiat are you laughing about? Left leg 
forward — right leg easily bent — steady — and keep 
your eye on me! Don't talk, but put 'em on. HI teach 
you the science of counter-hitting at the first lesson. 
Splendid system! Owen Swift invented it, and killed — " 
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"Hold your tongue!" cried Mr. Blyth, at last re 
covering breath enough to assert his dignity as master of 
the new drawing-school. "Take off those things directly! 
"What do you mean, sir, by coming into my academy, 
which is devoted to the peaceful arts, in the attitude of 
a prize-fighter?" 

"Don't lose your temper, old fellow," rejoined Zack; 
"you will never leam to use your fists prettily if you 
do. Here, Patty, the boxing lesson's put off till to- 
morrow. Take the gloves up-stairs into yoiu' master's 
dressing-room, and pop them into the drawer where his 
clean shirts are, because they must be kept nice and dry. 
Shake hands, Mrs. Blyth, though I am such a bad boy; 
it does one good, ma'am, to see you laugh like that, you 
look so much the better for it. And how's Madonna? 
I'm afraid she's been sitting before the fire, and trying 
to spoil her pretty complexion. Why, whaf s the matter 
with her? Poor little darling, her hands are quite 
cold!" 

"Come to your lesson, sir, directly," said Valentine, 
assuming his most despotic voice, and leading the dis- 
orderly student, by the collar, to his appointed place. 

"Hullo!" cried Zack, looking at the cast which was 
designed to impress him at first sight with the majesty 
of ancient sculpture. "Hullo! the gentleman in plaster's 
making a face; Pm afiraid he isn't quite well. I say, 
Blyth, I don't want to draw his head. It looks as if it 
had got a crop of snakes on it, instead of a crop of 
hair." 

" Will you hold your tongue and take up your draw- 
ing-board?" cried Mr. Blyth. "Crop of snakes, indeed! 
Why, you young barbarian, you deserve to be expelled 
from my academy for talking in that way of the glorious 
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Larkoon.* Kow then; where's Madonna? Oh, here. No! 
stop where you are, Zack. Til show her her place, and 
give her the drawing-boards. Wait a minute, Lawie! 
Let me prop you up comfortably with the pillows before 
you begin. There! I never sa"W a more beautiful effect 
of light and shade, my dear, than there is on your view 
of the model. Has everybody got a port-crayon and a bit 
of bread-crumb? Yes, everybody has. Order! order! 
order!" shouted Valentine, suddenly forgetting his as- 
sumed dignity in the exultation of the moment. "Mr. 
Blyth*s drawing-academy for the promotion of family Art 
is now open, and all ready for general inspection. 
Hooray!" 

"Hooray!" echoed Zack, "hooray for family Art! 
I say, Blyth, which chalk do I begin with? — the white 
or the black? The black — eh? And, just look here, 
what part of the what*s-his-name*s face am I to start 
with? Ought it to be his eyes, or his nose, or his 
mouth, or the top of his head, or the bottom of his chin 
— or what?" 

"First sketch in the general form with a light flow- 
ing stroke, and without attention to details," said Mr^ 
Blyth, illustratmg these directions by waving his hand 
gracefully about his own face. "Then measure with the 
eye, assisted, occasionally, by the port-crayon, the pro- 
portion of the — in short, of the parts. Then" put dots 
on the paper.; a dot where his eyebrow comes; another 
dot where the tip of his nose comes, and so forth. 
Then — then, Pll tell you what, strike it all in boldly — 
if s impossible to give you better advice than that — 
strike it in, Zack; strike it in boldly!" 

"Here goes at the back of his head to begin with," 
said Zack, taking one comprehensive and confident look' 
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at the Laocoon, and drawing a huge half circle, wilh a 
preliminary flourish of his hand, on the paper. "Oh, 
confound it, Fve broken the chalk!" 

"Of course you have," retorted Valentine. "Take 
another bit; the Academy grants supplementary chalk to 
ignorant students, who dig their lines on the paper, in- 
stead of drawing them. Now, break, off a bit of bread- 
crumb, and rub out what you have done. *Buy a penny 
loaf, and rub it all out,' as Mr. Fuseli ontee said to me 
in the Schools of the Koyal Academy, when I showed 
him my first drawing, and was excessively conceited 
about it." 

"I remember," said Mrs. Blyth, "when my father 
was working at his great plate — which was a dreadfully 
difficult one — from Mr. Scamble's picture of the 'Fair 
Gleaner Surprised,' that he used often to say how much 
harder engraving was than drawing, because you couldn't 
rub out a false line on copper, like you could on paper. 
We all thought he never would get that print done, he 
used to groan over it so in the front drawing-room, where 
he was then at work. And the publishers paid him in- 
famously, all in bills, which he had to get discounted; 
and the people who gave him the money cheated him. 
My mother said it served him right for being always bo 
imprudent; which I thought very hard on him, and I 
took his part — so harassed too as he was by the trades- 
people at that time." 

"I can feel for him, my love," said Valentine, point- 
ing a third piece of chalk for Zack. "The trades-people 
have harassed me; not because I could not pay them cer- 
tainly, but because I could not add up their bills. Never 
owe any man enough, Zack, to give him the chance of 
punishing you for being in his debt, with a sum to do in 
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simple addition. At the time when I had bills (go on 
with drawing; you can listen, and draw too), I used, of 
course, to think it necessary to check the trades-people, 
and see that their Total was right. You will hardly be- 
lieve me, but I don't remember ever making the sum 
what the shop made it, on more than about three occa- 
sions. And, what was worse, if I tried a second time, I 
could not even get it to agree with what I had made it 
myself the first time. The green-grocer's pence column, 
I recollect, used to drive me half mad. I was always 
going to the shops, and insisting that they were wrong; 
and always turning out to be wrong myself. I dare say 
I was sometimes cheated; for I used generally to make 
the sum I had to pay more than the trades-people made 
it. Thank Heaven, Fve no difficulties of that sort to 
grapple with now! Everything's paid for the moment it 
comes in. If the butcher hands a leg of mutton to the 
cook over the airey railings, the cook hands him back 
four and nine — or, whatever it is — and takes his bill 
and receipt. I eat my dinners now, with the blessed 
conviction that they won't all disagree with me in an 
arithmetical point of view at the end of the year. What 
are you stopping and scratching your head for in that 
way?" 

"It 's no use," replied Zack, "I Ve tried it a dozen 
times, and I find I can't draw a nose." 

"Can't!" cried Mr. Blyth, "what do you mean by 
applying the word "can't" to any process of art in my 
presence? There, that's the line of the Larkoon's nose. 
Gt) over it yourself with this fresh piece of chalk. 'No; 
wait a minute. Come here first, and see how Madonna's 
striking in the nose; the front view of it, remember, 
which is the most difficult. She hasn't worked as fast 
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as usual, though. Do you find your view of tiie model 
a little too much for you, my love?" continued Yalentme, 
transferring the last words to his fingers, to communicate 
them to Madonna. , 

She shook her head in answer. It was not the dif- 
ficulty of drawing fix)m the cast before her, but the dif- 
ficulty of drawing at all, which was retarding her pro- 
gress. Her thoughts wo,uld wander to the copy of the 
Venus de' Medici that was hidden imder Mrs. Blyth's 
coverlid; would vibrate between trembling eagerness to 
see it presented without longer delay, and groundless ap- 
prehension that Zack might, after all, not remember it, 
or not care to have it when it wais given to him. And 
as her thoughts wandered, so her eyes followed them. 
Now she stole an anxious inquiring look at Mrs. Blyth, 
to see if her hand was straying towards the hidden 
drawing. Now she glanced shyly at Zack — only by 
moments at a tim^, and only when he was hardest at 
work with his port-crayon — to assure herself that he 
was always in the same good humour, and likely to re- 
ceive her little present kindly, and with some appearance 
of being pleased to see what pains she had taken with 
it. In this way her attention wandered incessantly from 
her employment; and thus it was that she made so much 
less progress than usual, and caused Mr. Blyth to suspect 
that the task he had set her was almost beyond her 
abilities. 

"Splendid beginning, isn't it?** said Zack, looking 
over her drawing. "I defy the whole Ro^al Academy 
to equal it,** continued the young gentleman, scrawling 
this uncompromising expression of opinion on the blank 
space at the bottom of Madonna's drawing, and signing 
his name with a magnificent flourish at the end. 
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His arm touched her shoulder while he wrote. She 
coloured a little, and glanced at him, playfaUy affecting 
to look very proud of his sentence of approval — then 
hurriedly resumed her drawing as their eyes met. He 
was sent back to his place by Yalentine before he could 
write anything more. She took some of the bread-crumb 
near her to rub out what he had written — hesitated as 
her hand approached the lines — coloured more deeply 
than before, and went on with her copy, leaving the 
letters beneath it to remain just as young Thorpe had 
traced them. 

"I shall never he able to draw as well as she does," 
said Zack, looking at the little he had done with a groan 
of despair. "The fact is, I don't think drawing's my 
forte. It *s Colour, depend upon it. Only wait till I 
come to that; and see how I'll lay on the paint! Didn't 
you find drawing infernally difficult, Blyth, when you 
first began?" 

"I find it difficult still, master Zack. I find every- 
thing difficult; drawing, and colour, and Hght, and shade, 
and tone, and keeping, and perspective, and proportion," 
replied Mr. Blyth, with breathless volubility. "Art 
wouldn't be the glorious thing it is, if it wasn't all dif- 
ficulty from beginning to end; if it didn't force out aU 
the fine points in a man's character as soon as he takes 
to it. It forced out the only two ^e points in mine, 
from the very first. Pluck and Patience surrounding a 
palette and brushes rampant, have been the motto and 
coat of arms of V. Blyth, Historical Painter, ever since 
the tender -age of seventeen. Ah, Lawie, I had some 
hard trials before I courted you! I 'm afraid to think 
how many years it took me to get a picture hung up at 
the Academy exhibition. As for selling anything, that 
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was, of course, too mad an idea to be entertained for a 
single moment. I remember, however, at one time get- 
ting so desperate and aggravated at the awful number of 
my own unsold pictures which surrounded me (and 
which were all of one size, being economically painted, 
year after year, to fit the same frame), that I used to 
leave my painting-room window wide open when I went 
out for a walk, in the hope that somebody would just 
step in from the lane outside, and relieve me of my own 
works, by stealing a few of them. But that last conso- 
lation was denied me. The Academy did not think my 
pictures worth hanging; the patrons of art did not think 
them worth buying; and the thieves joined in the general 
conspiracy to neglect me, and didn't even think them 
worth stealing.** 

While Mr. Blyth was uttering these words, and, in- 
deed, on previous occasions, when he was talking most 
volubly, he was unblushingly engE^ed in compromising 
that character for impartiali^ which, as Master of the 
new Drawing School, it should have been his constant 
study to maintain, by secretly helping one of his pupils 
to the prejudice of the other two. Mrs. Blyth's hand 
was weak, and- her practice with the pencil had been 
sadly neglected of late. Without assistance, her drawing 
would only have taken a middle place between the draw- 
ings of Madonna and Zack. But Yalentine had deter- 
mined that it should win the honours of the evening; 
and, whenever his wife made a mistake, he was always 
unscrupulously ready to seize the first opportunity of 
correcting it for her unobserved. If his sarcastic friends, 
who were always making jokes about his simplicity, 
could only have observed his method of proceeding now, 
when Mrs. Blyth got into a difficulty; if they could only 
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have seen bow cunningly he waited to help her until 
Madonna and Zack were particularly hard ut work; how 
stealthily he took her port-crayon out of her hand; how 
eloquently he began to talk about Art, at the same 
moment, to avoid a suspicious silence which might in- 
duce his younger pupils to look up; how qiiickly and 
quietly he executed the necessary alterations, and how 
dramatically he made comic faces at his wife, indicative 
of his desire that she should on no account acknowledge 
publicly the assistance she had received — if Mr. Blyth's 
fiiends could only have seen all this, what a Machiavelli 
of conjugal politics he must suddenly have appeared to 
any critical eyes that observed him by Mrs. Blyth's 
bedside! 

"Just eight o'clock," said Valentine, walking on tiptoe 
from his wife's drawing to the fireplace, and pretending 
to be quite* absorbed over his watch. "Put down your 
port-crayons and drawing-boards; I pronounce' the sitting 
of this Academy to be suspended till after tea.** 

"Yalentine, dear," said Mrs. Blyth, smiling mysteri- 
ously, as she slipped her hand under tiie couch, "I can't 
get Madonna to look at me, and I want her here. Will 
you oblige me by bringing her to my bedside?" 

"Certainly, my love," returned Mr. Blyth, obeying 
the .request; "you have a double claim on my services to 
night, for you have shown yourself the most promising 
of my pupils. I felt convinced, Lawie, from the firs^ 
that you would make the best copy from the Larkoon, 
and you have qidte carried out my conviction," continued 
Valentine, admiring the drawing which he had just been 
touching on, with a bland effi'ontery that completely 
upset his wife's gravity. "Come here, Zack, and see 
what Lawie has done. The best drawing of the evening 
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— just what I thonght it would be — the best drawing 
of the eveniiig!'* 

Zacky who had been yawning d^oonsolately oTer his 
own copy, with his fists stock into his ched^s, and his 
elbows on his knees, bustled up to the conch directly. 
As he approached, Madonna tried to get back to her 
former position at the fire-place, but was prevented by 
Mrs. Blyth, who kept ti^t hold of her hand. Just 
then, Zack fixed his eyes on her, and increased her con- 
fusion* 

''8he looks prettier than ever, to-night, don't she, 
Mrs. Blyth?" said he, sitting down and yawning again. 
''I always like her best when her eyes brighten up and 
look twenty different ways in a minute, just as they're 
doing now. She may not be so like EaphaeVs pictures 
at such times, I dare say" (here he yawned once more); 
"but for my part — "Whafs she wanting to get away 
for? And what are you laughing about, Mrs. Blyth? 
I say, Valentine, there's some joke going on here between 
the ladies!" 

"Do you remember this, Zack?" asked Mrs. Blyth, 
tightening her hold of Madonna with on^ hand, and 
producing the framed drawing of the Venus de' Medici 
with the other. 

"Madonna's copy from my bust of the Venus!" cried 
Valentine, interposing with his usual readiness, and skip- 
ping forward with his accustoAied alacrity. 

"Madonna's copy from Blyth's bust of the Venus," 
echoed Zack, coolly; his slippery memory not haying 
preserved the slightest recollection of the drawing at first 
sight of it. 

"Dear me, how nicely ifs framed, and how beauti- 
fully she has finished it," pursued Valentine, gently 
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patting Madonna's shoulder, in token of his high approval 
and admiration. 

"Yery nicely framed, and heautifolly finished, as 
you say, Blyth," glibly repeated Zack, rising from his 
chair, and looking rather perplexed as he noticed the 
expression with which Mrs. Blyth was regarding him.^ 

"But who got it framed?'' asked Yalentine. "She 
Would never have any of her drawings framed before. 
I don't understand what it all means." 

"No more do I," said Zack, dropping back into his 
chair in lazy astonishment. "Is it some riddle, Mrs. 
Blyth? Something about why is Madonna like the Venus 
de' Medici, eh? If it is, I object to the riddle, because 
she's a deal prettier than any plaster face thkt ever was 
ttiade. Your face beats Yenus's hollow," continued Zack, 
communicating this bluntly sincere compliment to Ma- 
donna by the signs of the Deaf and Dumb Alphabet. 

She smiled as she watched the motion of his fingers 
— perhaps at his mistakes, for he made two in expres- 
sing one short sentence of five words; perhaps at the 
compliment, homely as it was. 

"Oh, you men, how dreadfully stupid you are some- 
times!" exclaimed Mrs. Blyth. "Why, Yalentine, dear, 
it's the easiest thing in the world to guess what she has 
had the drawing framed for. To make it a present to 
somebody, of course! And, who does she mean to give 
it to?" 

"Ah! who indeed?" interrupted Zack, sliding down 
cozily in his chair, resting his head on the back rail, and 
spreading his legs out before him at ftdl stretch. 

"I have a great mind to throw the drawing at your 
head, instead of giving it to you!" cried Mrs. Blyth, 
losing all patience. 
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"You don't mean to say the drawing's a present to 
me!" exclaimed Zack, starting from his chair with one 
huge jump of astonismnent. 

"You deserve to have your ears well boxed, for not 
having guessed that it was, long ago!*' retorted Mrs. 
Blyth. "Have you forgotten how you jJraised that very 
drawing, when you saw it begun in the studio? Didn't 
you tell Madonna — ?" 

"Oh, the dear, good, generous, jolly little soul!" 
cried Zack, snatching up the drawing from the couch, as 
the truth burst upon him at last in a flash of conviction. 
"Tell her on your fingers, Mrs. Blyth, how proud I am 
of my present; I can't do it with mine, because I can't 
let go off the drawing. Here, look here! — make her 
look here, and see how I like it!" . And Zack hugged 
the copy of the Yenus de' Medici to his waistcoat, by 
way of showing how highly he prized it. 

At, this outburst of sentimental pantomime. Madonna 
raised her head, and glanced at young Thorpe. Her 
face, downcast, anxious, and averted even from Mrs. 
Blyth's eyes, during the last few minutes (as if she had 
guessed every word that could pain her, out of all that 
had been said in her presence), now brightened again 
with pleasure as she looked up — with innocent, childish 
pleasure, that affected no reserve, dreaded no miscon- 
struction, foreboded no disappointment. Her eyes, turning 
quickly from Zack, and appealing gaily to Yalentine, 
beamed with triumph when he pointed to the drawing, 
and smilingly raised his hands in astonishment, as a sign 
that he had been pleasantly surprised by the presentation 
of her drawing to his new pupil. Mis. Blyth felt the 
hand which she still held in hers, and which had hitherto 
trembled a little from time to time, grow steady and 
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wann in her grasp; and dropped it. There was no fear 
that Madonna would now leave the side of the couch 
and steal away by herself to the fire-place. 
• "Go on, Mrs. Blyth — you never make mistakes in 
talking on your fingers, as I always do, — go on, please, 
and tell her how much I thank her," continued Zack, 
holding out the drawing at arm's length, and looking at 
it with his head on one side, by way of imitating Valen- 
tine's manner of studying his own pictures. "Tell her 
m take such care of it as I never took of anything 
before in my life. Tell her Til hang it up in my bed- 
room, where I can see it every morning as soon as I 
wake. Have you told her that? — or, stop! shall I write 
it on her slate? But do just tell her first; not that ifs 
much use, for she understands what I mean (the clever, 
kind, little darling!) if I only look at her; but just tell 
her first — Hullo! here comes the tea. Oh, by George, 
what a glorious lot of muffins. Here, Patty, give us the 
toasting-fork: Tm going to begin. I never saw such a 
splendid fire for toasting muffins before in my life! 
Rum-dum-diddy-iddy-duni-dee, dum-diddy-iddy-dum !" 
And Zack fell on his knees at the fire-place, humming 
"Eule Britannia," and toasting his first muffin in triumph; 
utterly forgetting, in the new excitement of the moment, 
that he had left Madonna's drawing lying neglected, 
with its face downwards, on the end of Mrs. Blyth's 
couch. 

Yalentine, who in the innocence of his heart suspected 
nothing, burst out laughing at this new specimen of 
Zack's inveterate flightiness. His kind instincts, however, 
guided his hand at the same moment to the drawing. 
He took it up carefully, and placed in on a low book- 
case at the opposite side of the room. If any increase 
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had been possible in his wife's afifection for him, she 
would have loved him better than ever at the moment 
when he performed that one little action. 

As her husband removed the drawing, Mrs. Blyfh 
looked at Madonna. The poor girl stood shrinking close 
to the couch, with her hands elapsed tightly together in 
front of her, and with no trace of their natural lovely 
colour left on her cheeks. Her eyes followed Y^ilentine 
listlessly to the bookcase, then turned towards Zack, not 
reproachftilly nor angrily, not even tearfully; but again 
with that same look of patient sadness, of gentle resigna- 
tion to sorrow, which used to mark their expression so 
tenderly in the days of her bondage among the mounte- 
banks of the travelling circus. So she stood, looking 
towards the fireplace and the figure kneeling at it, bear- 
ing her new disappointment just as she had borne many 
a former mortification that had tried her sorely while 
she was yet a little child. How carefully she had 
laboured at that neglected drawing in the secresy of her 
own room! how happy she had been in anticipating the 
moment when it would be given to young Thorpe; in 
imagining what he would say on receiving it, and how 
he would communicate .his thanks to her; in wondering 
what he would do with it when he got home; where he 
would hang it, and whether he would often look at his 
present after he had got used to seeing it on the wall! 
Thoughts such as these had made the moment of pre- 
senting that drawing the moment of a great event in her 
life — and there it was now, placed on one side by 
other hands than the hands into which it had been given; 
laid down carelessly at the mere entrance of a servant with 
a tea-tray; neglected for the childish pleasure of kneeling on 
the hearth-rug, and toasting a muffin at a clear coal-flre! 
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Mrs. Blyth's generous, impulsive nature, and sensitive- 
ly-tempered affection for her adopted child, impelled 
her to take instant and not very merciful notice of Zack's 
unpardonable thoughtlessness. Her face j9.ushed, her 
dark eyes sparkled, as she turned quickly on her couch 
towards the fire-place. But, before she could utter a 
word, Madonna's hand was on her lips, and Madonna's 
eyes were fiLxed with a terrified, imploring expression on 
her face. The next instant, the girl's trembUng fingers 
rapidly signed these words: — 

"Pray — pray don't say anything! I would not have 
you speak to him just now for the world!" 

Ifa.Blyth hesitated, and looked towards her husband; 
but he was away at the other end of the room, jamusing 
himself professionally by casting the drapery of the 
vnndow-curtains hither and thither into all sorts of 
picturesque folds. She looked next at Zack. Just at 
that moment he was turning his muffin and singing 
louder than ever. The temptation to startle him out 
of his provoking gaiety by a good sharp reproof was 
almost too strong to be resisted; but Mrs. Blyth forced 
herself to resist it, nevertheless, for Madonna's sake. 
She did not, however, communicate with the girl, either 
by signs or writing, until she had settled herself again 
in her former position; then her fingers expressed these 
sentences of reply: — 

"If you promise not to let his thoughtlessness distress 
you, my love, I promise not to speak to him about 
it. Do you agree to that bargain? If you do, give 
me a kiss." 

Madonna only paused to repress a sigh that was just 
stealing from her, before she gave the required pledge. 
Her cheeks did not recover their colour, nor ter lips 
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the smile that had been playing on them earlier in the 
evening; but she arranged Mrs. Blyth's pillow even more 
carefully than usual, before she left the couch, and went 
away to perform as neatly and prettily as ever her own 
little household duty of making the tea. 

Zack, entirely unconscious of having given pain to 
one lady, and cause of anger to another, had got on to 
his second muffin, and had chaoged his accompanying 
song fix)m "Rule Britannia" to the "Lass o' (Jowrie;" 
Mrs. Blyth was considenng how she could make him 
see the necessity of atoning for his carelessness, later 
in the evening, without departing from the promise she 
had just given; Madonna, with a hand less steady than 
usual, and with her attention nervously concentrated 
entirely on the tray before her, was pouring out the tea; 
Valentine, having left the window-curtains and seated 
himself at the table, was wondering why she was so 
pale, and waiting anxiously until she looked up to ask 
if the room was too hot for her; — when the hollow, 
ringing sound of rapidly running wheels, penetrated into* 
the room from the frosty road outside; advancing nearer 
and nearer, and then suddenly ceasing, as it seemed, , 
exactly opposite Mr. Blyth's own door. 

"Dear me! — surely that's at our gate," exclaimed 
Valentine; "who can be coming to see us s6 late; on 
such a cold night as this? And in a carriage, too!" 

"It's a cab by the rattling of the wheels, and it 
brings us the 'Lass o' Gowrie,'" sang Zack, ingeniously 
combining the original text of his song, and the suggest 
tion of a possible visitor, in his concluding words. 

"Do leave off singing nonsense out of tune, and let 
us listen when the door opens," said Mrs. Blyth, glad 



Digitized by 



Google 



HIDE AND SEEK. 259 

to seize the slightest opportunity of administering the 
smallest reproof to Zack. 

"Suppose it should be Mr. Gimble come to deal at 
last for that picture of mine that he lias talked of buying 
so long," exclaimed Valentine. 

"Suppose it should be my governor!" cried Zack, 
suddenly tunfing round on his knees with a very blank 
fEice. "Or that infernal old YoUop, with his gooseberry 
eyes and his hands full of tracts. ^They Ve both of them 
quite equa\ ^to coming after me aud spoiling my pleasure 
here, just as they Ve spoilt it everywhere else." 

"Hush!" said Mrs. Blyth. "The visitor has come in, 
whoever it is. It can't be Mr. Gimble, Yalentiue; he 
always runs up two stairs at a time." 

"And this is one of the heavy-weights. Not an 
ounce less than sixteen stone, I should say by the 
step,^ remarked Zack, letting his muffin bum while he 
listened. 

"It can't be that tiresome old Lady Brambledown 
come to worry you again about altering her picture," 
said Mrs. Blyth. 

" Stop ! surely it isn't — " began Yalentine. But before 
he could say another word, the door opened; and, to the 
utter amazeinent of everybody but the poo^ girl whose 
ear no voice could reach, the servant announced: 

"Mks. Peckoyee." 
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CHAPTEE ynr 

An Old Friend. 

Time had laTishly added to Mrs. Peckover's size, 
but had generously taken little or nothing from her in 
exchange. Her hair had certainly turned grey since the 
period when Valentine first met her at the circus; but 
the good-humoured face beneath was just as lively and 
hearty to look at now, as ever it had been in former 
days. Her cheeks had ruddily expanded; her chin had 
passed from the double to ihe triple stage of jovial 
development; any faint traces of a waist which she might 
formerly have possessed were utterly obliterated; but it 
W61S pleas^tly evident, to judge only from the manner 
of her bustling entry into Mrs. Blyih's room, that her 
active disposition had lost nothing of its early energy, 
and could still gaily defy all corporeal obstructions to 
the very last 

Puffing out abundant fragments of cordial words; 
nodding and smiling at Mr. and Mrs. Blyth, and Zack, 
till her vast country bonnet trembled aguishly on her 
head, the good woman advanced, shaking every moveable 
object in the room, straight to the tea-table, and enfolded 
Madonna in her capacious arms. The girl's light figure 
seemed to disappear in a smothering circumambient 
mass of bonnet ribbons and unintelligible drapery, as 
Mrs. Peckover saluted her with a rattling fire of kisses, 
the report of which was audible above the voluble talk- 
ing of Mr. Blyth and the boisterous laughter of Zack. 
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"I'll tell yon aU about how I came here directly, 
sir; only I couldn't help saying how-d'ye-do in the old 
way to little Mary to begin with," said Mrs. Peckover 
apologetically. It had been found impossible to prevail 
on her to change the familiar name of "little Mary," 
which she had pronounced so often and so fondly in past 
years, for the name which had superseded it in Valen- 
tine's house. The truth was, that this worthy creature 
knew nothing whatever about Raphael; and, considejing 
"Madonna" to be an outlandish foreign' word intimately 
connected with Guy Fawkes and the Gunpowder Plot, 
firmly believed that no respectable Englishwoman of 
mdtmre age ought to compromise her character by attempt- 
mg to pronounce it. 

"I'U tell you, sir — I'U tell you directiy why I've 
come to London," repeated Mrs. Peckover, backing 
majestically from the tea-table, and rolling round easily 
on her own axis in the direction of the couch, to ask 
for the fuUest particulars of the state of Mrs. Blyth's 
health. 

"Much better, my good Mend — much better," was 
the cheerful answer; "but now do teU us (we are so 
glad to see you!) how you came to surprise us all in 
this way?" 

"Well, ma'am," began Mrs. Peckover, "it's a'most 
as great a surprise to me to be in London, as it is — 
Be quiet, Young Good-for-Nothing; I won't even shake 
hands with you if you don't behave yourself!" The 
last words she addressed to Zack, whose favourite joke it 
had always been, from the day of their first acquaintance 
at Valentine's house, to pretend to be violentiy in love 
with her. He was now standing with his [arms wide 
open, the toasting-fork in one hai^d and the muffin he 
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had burnt in the other, trying to look languishing, and 
entreating Idjs. Peckover to give him a kiss. 

"When you know how to toast a muffin properly, 
p'raps I may give you one," said she, chuckling as 
triumphantly over her own small retort as if she had 
been a professed wit. "Do, Mr. Blyth, sir, please to keep 
him quiet, or I shan't be able to get on with a single 
word of what IVe got to say. Well, you see, ma'am, 
Doctor Joyce — " 

"How is he?" interrupted Valentine, handing 
Mrs. Peckover a cup of tea. 

"He's the best gentleman in the world, sir, but he 
will have his glass of port after dinner; and the end of 
it is, he's laid up again with the gout" 

"And Mrs. Joyce?" 

"Laid up too, sir — it's a dreadful sick house at the 
Eectory — laid up with the inferlenzer." 

"Have any of the children caught the influenza too?" 
asked Mrs. Blyth. "I hope not." 

"No, ma'am, they're all nicely, except the youngest; 
and it's on account of her — don't you remember her, 
sir, growing so fast, when you was last at the Rectory? 
— that I'm up in London." 

"Is the child HI?" asked Valentine anxiously. "She's 
such a picturesque little creature, Lawie! I long to 
paint her." 

"Pm afiraid, sir, she's not fit to be put into a picter 
now," said Mrs. Peckover. "Mrs. Joyce is in sad trouble 
about her because of one of her shoulders which has 
growed out somehow. The doctor at Rubbleford don't 
doubt but what it may be got right Jagain; but he said 
she ought to be shown to some great London doctor as 
soon as possible. So, neither her papa nor her mamma 
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being able to take her up to her aiinfs house, they 
trusted her to me. As you know, sir, ever since Doctor 
Joyce got my husband that situation at Eubbleford, Tve 
been about the Rectory, helping with the children and 
the housekeeping and all that: and Miss Lucy being used 
to me, we come along together in the railroad quite 
pleasant and coinfortable. I was glad enough, you may 
be sure, of the chance of getting here, after not having 
seen little Mary for so long. So I just left Miss Lucy at 
her aunfs, where they were very kind, and wanted me 
to stop all night. But I told them that, thanks to your 
goodness, I always had a bed here when I was in Lon- 
don; and I took the cab on, after seeing the little girl 
safe and comfortable up-stairs. That* s the whole story 
about how I come" to surprise you in this way, ma'am — 
and now TU finish my tea.'' 

Having got to the bottom of her cup, and to the end 
of a muffin amorously presented to her by the incorrigible 
Zack, as a token of his unalterable affection, Mrs. Peck- 
over had leisure to turn again to Madonna; who, having 
relieved her of her bonnet and shawl, was now sitting 
close at her side. "I didn't think she was looking quite 
so well as usual, when I first come in," said Mrs. Peck- 
over, patting the girl's cheek with her chubby fingers; 
"but she seems to have brightened up again now." (This 
was true: the sad stillness had left Madonna's face at 
sight of the Mend and mother of her early days.) "Per- 
haps she's been sticking a little too close to her drawing 
lately — " 

"By the by, talking of drawings, what's become of my 
drawing?" cried Zack, suddenly recalled for the first time 
to the remembrance of Madonna's gift. 

"Dear me!" pursued Mrs. Peckover, looking towards 
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the three drawing-boards, which hg4 been placed together 
round the pedestal of the cast; "are all those little Mary's 
doings? She's cleverer at it, I suppose, by this time, 
than eyer. Ah, Lord! what an old woman I feel, when 
I think of the many years ago — ** 

"Come apd look at what she has done to-night," in- 
terrupted Valentine, taking Mrs. Peckover by the arm, 
and pressing it very significantly as he glanced at the 
part of the table where young Thorpe was sitting. 

"My drawing — where's my drawing?" repeated Zack. 
"Who put it away when tea came in? Oh! there it is, 
all safe on the bookcase." 

"I congratulate you, sir, on having succeeded at last 
in remembering that there is such a thing in the world 
as Madonna's present," said Mrs. Blyth sarcastically. 

Zack looked up bewildered from his tea, and asked 
directly what those words meant. 

"Oh, never mind," said Mrs. Blyth in the same tone, 
"they're not worth explaining. Did you ever hear of a 
young gentleman who thought more of a plate of muffins 
than of a lady's gift? I dare say not! /never did. Ifs 
too ridiculously improbable to be true, isn't it? There! 
don't speak to me; I've got a book here that I want to 
finish. 1^0, ifs no use; I shan't say another word." 

"What have I done that's wrong?" asked Zack, look- 
ing piteously perplexed as he began to suspect that he 
had committed some unpardonable mistake earlier in the 
evening. "I know I burnt a muffin ; but what has that 
got to do with Madonna's present to me?" (Mrs. Blyth 
shook her head; and, opening her book, became quite 
absorbed over it in a moment.) "Didn't I thank her pro- 
perly for it? Tm sure I meant to. I should be a beast 
and a fool if I wasn't grateful and proud at what she's 
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done for me." (Here he stopped; but Mrs. Blyth took no 
notice of him.) "I suppose I've got myself into some 
scrape? Make as much fun as you like about it; but tell 
me what it is. You won't? Then 111 find out all about 
it from Madonna. She knows, of course; and she'll tell 
me. Look here, Mrs. Blyth; Tm not going to get up till 
she's told me everything." And Zack, with a comic 
gesture of entreaty, dropped on his knees by Madonna's 
chair; preventing her from leaving it, which she tried to 
do, by taking immediate possession of the slate that hung 
at hefr side. 

While young Thorpe was scribbling questions, pro- 
testations, and extravagances of every kind, in rapid suc- 
cession, on the slate; and while Madonna — her face 
half smiling, half tearful, as she felt that he was looking 
up at it — was reading what he wrote, trying hard, at 
first, not to believe in him too easily when he scribbled 
an explanation, and not to look down on him too leniently 
when he followed it up by an entreaty; and ending at 
last, in defiance of Mrs. Blyth's private signs to the con- 
trary, in foi^ving his carelessness, and letting him take 
her hand again as usual, in token that she was sincere, 

— while this little scene of the home drama was pro- 
ceeding at one end of the room, a scene of another kind 

— a dialogue in mysterious whispers — was in full pro- 
gress between Mr. Blyth and his visitor from the xjountry, 
at the other. 

Time had in no respect lessened Yalentine's morbid 
anxiety about the strict concealment of every circumstance 
attending Mrs. Peckover's first connection with Madonna, 
smd Madonna's mq^er. The years that had now passed 
and left him in undisputed possession of his adopted 
child, had not diminished that excess of caution in keep- 
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ing secret all the little that was known of her early 
history, which had even impelled him to pledge Doctor 
and Mrs. Joyce never to mention in public any particulars 
of the narrative related at the Rectory. Still he had not 
got over his first dread that she might one day be traced, 
claimed, and taken away from him, if that narrative, 
meagre as it was, should ever be trusted to other ears 
than those which had originally listened to it. Still he 
kept the hair bracelet and the handkerchief ttiat had be- 
longed to her mother carefully locked up out of sight in 
his bureau; and still he doubted Mrs. Peckover^s discretion 
in the government of her tongue, as he had doubted it 
in the bygone days when the little girl was first estab- 
lished in his own home. 

(x-: After making a pretence of showing her the drawings 
begun that evening, Mr. Blyth artfully contrived to lead 
Mrs. Peckover past them into a recess at the extreme 
end of the room. 

"Well," he said, speaking in an unnecessarily soft 
whisper, considering the distance which now separated 
him from Zack; and which would have prevented any 
words he might say in a low tone from being overheard, 
even by a person who was expressly listening to catch 
them. "Well, I suppose you're quite sure of not having 
let out anything by chance > since we last met — in the 
way of gossip with neighbours, you know — about how 
you first met with our darling girl? or about her poor 
mother? or — ?" 

"Whglt, you're at it again, sir?" interrupted Mrs. 
Peckover loftily, but dropping her voice in imitation of 
Mr. Blyth — "a clever man, too, lik9 you! Dear, dear 
me! how often must I keep on telling you that Pm old 
enough to be able to hold my tongue? How much longer 
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are you going to worrit yourself about hiding what no- 
body's seeking after?" 

"My good soul, you know I always believe you can 
hold your tongue," returned Valentine, coaxingly; "but, 
only just now, you were going to talk before young 
Thorpe there, about old times, and what you remember 
of our dear child years ago, if I hadn't interrupted you." 

"I wasn't going to talk of nothing of the kind, sir; 
and I'm surprised you cotdd suspect me of it," answered 
Mrs. Peckover quickly and positively. 

*'It was my mistake then, and I beg your pardon." 
He stopped here, to look at Zack; then, seeing that young 
Thorpe was too much occupied with Madonna to pay at- 
tention to anything else, added: — "And your husband? 
and Doctor, and Mrs. Joyce? none of them ever say a 
word about it before other people, of course?" 

"Hadn't you better write and ask them, sir?" re- 
torted Mrs. Peckover, sarcastically. "It would be much 
more satisfactory than depending on a gossiping old wo- 
man like me, that can't keep a secret" 

"Hush! hush!" said Yalentine, taking her hand. 
"You're not going to be offended with me, I know! We 
always have our little tiff about this when we meet, 
don't we? But we never take offence — oh no, never! 
We are too old Mends for that." 

Mrs. Peckover smiled perfect acquiescence in this 
sentiment, and moved to return to the other end of the 
room. Mr. Blyth, however, detained her for a few mo- 
ments; and seriously, almost sadly, continued: — 

"Whenever I see you, my good Mend, I fancy I 
hear all that melancholy story over again about our 
darling child, and that poor lost forsaken mother of hers, 
whose name even we don't know. I feel, too, when you 
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come and see us, almost more than at other times, how 
inexpressibly precious the daughter whom you have given 
to us is to Lawie and me; and I think with more dread 
than I well know how to describe, of the horrible chance, 
if anything was incautiously said, and carried from mouth 
to mouth (as it certainly would be) about where -you met 
with her mother, for instance, or what time of the year 
it was, and so forth — that it might lead, nobody knows 
how, to some claim being laid to her, by somebody who 
might be able to prove the right to make it." 

"Lord, sir! after all these years, what earthly need 
have you to be anxious about such things as that?" 

"Pm never anxious long, Mrs. Peckover. My good 
spirits always get the better of every anxiety, great and 
small. But, while I don't know ttiat relations of hers 
— perhaps her vile father himself — may not be still 
ali?e, and seeking for her — " 

"Bless your heart, Mr. Blyth, none of her relations 
are alive; or, if they are, none of them care about her, 
poor lamb. PU answer for it." 

"I hope in God you are right," said Valentine, 
earnestly. "But let us think no more about it now," he 
added, resuming his usual manner. "I have asked my 
regular questions, that I can't help asking whenever I 
see you; and you have forgiven me, as usual, for put- 
ting them; and now I am quite satisfied. Take my arm, 
Mrs. Peckover: I mean to give the students of my new 
drawing academy a holiday for the rest of the n^ht, in 
honour of your arrival. What do you say to devoting 
the evening in the old way to a game at cards?" 

"Just what I was thinking I should like myself, as 
long as it's only sixpence a game, sir," said Mrs. Peckover 
gaily. "I say, young gentleman," she continued, ad- 
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dressing Zack after Mr. Blyth had left her to look for 
the cards, "what nonsense are you writing on our darling's 
slate that puts her all in a flutter, and makes her blush 
up to. the eyes, when she's only looking at her poor old 
Peck? Bless her heart! she'5 just as easily amused now 
as when she was a child. Give us another kiss, my own 
little love. You understand what I mean, don't you, 
though you can't hear me? Ah, dear, dear! when she 
stands and looks at me with her eyes like that, she's the 
living image of — '^ 

"Cribbage," cried Mr. Blyth, knocking a triangular 
board for three players on the table, and regarding Mrs. 
Peckover with the most reproachful and rebuking ex- 
pression that his features could assume. 

She felt that the look had been deserved, and ap- 
proached the card-table rather confusedly, without utter- 
ing another word. But for Yalentine's second interruption 
she would have declared before young Thorpe that Ma- 
donna was the living image of her mother. 

Fortunately, Zack came to her relief during the 
awkward moment of silence that now ensued. He had 
gone away to the bookcase while she was speaking, to 
get his present and show it to her, and was now carry- 
ing on his favourite joke while she looked at the draw- 
ing, — entreating her not to be jealous of Madonna, 
trying to put his arm round her waist, declaring that 
"Mrs. Peckover" was the name of the only girl he had 
ever truly loved, and assailing her with so much more 
boisterous nonsense of the same sort that she recovered 
her good spirits, and the use of her tongue in self-defence 
immediately. 

"Madonna's going to play, as usual. Will you make 
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a third, Lavrie?" inquired Valentine, shuffling the cards. 
"Ifs no use asking Zack; het can't even count yet." 

"1^0, thank you, dear. I shall have quite enough 
to do in going on with my book, and trying to keep 
master Mad-Cap in order ^hile you play,** replied Mrs. 
Blyth. 

The game began. It was a regular custom, whenever 
Mrs. Peckover came to Mr. Blyth's house, that cribbage 
should be played, and that Madonna should take a share 
in it. This was done, on her part, principally in affec- 
tionate remembrance of the old times when she lived 
under the care of the clown's wife, and when she had 
learnt cribbage from Mr. Peckover to amuse her, while 
the frightful accident which had befallen her in the 
circus was still a recent event. It was characteristic of 
the happy peculiarity of her disposition that the days of 
suffering and affliction, and the after-period of hard tasks 
in pubHc, with which cards were connected in her case, 
never seemed to recur to her remembrance pamfully 
when she saw them in later life. The pleasanter asso- 
ciations which belonged to them, and which reminded 
her of homely kindness that had soothed her in pain, 
and self-denying affection that had consoled her in sor- 
row, were the associations instinctively dwelt on by her 
heart to the exclusion of all others. Yalentine's utmost 
watchfulness never detected a sad look on her face when 
Mrs. Peckover was in town, and when they were playing 
the same game at cards that had been first taught her 
after the calamity which had shattered one of her senses, 
and fatally suspended the exercise of another. 

To Mrs. Bly th*s great astonishment, Zack, for ftdl ten 
minutes, required no keeping in order whatever while 
the rest were playing at cards. It was the most in- 
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credible of human phenomena, but there he certainly 
was, standing quietly by the fireplace with his present 
in his hand, actually thinking! Mrs. Blyth's amazement 
at this unexampled change in his manner so completely 
overcame her, that she fairly laid down her book to look 
at him. He noticed the action, and approached the . 
couch directly* 

"That's right," said he; "don't read any more. I 
want to have a regular good serious consultation with 
you." ' 

First a visit from Mrs. Peckover, then a serious con- 
sultation with Zack. This is a night of wonders! — 
thought Mrs. Blyth. 

"I've made it all right with Madonna," Zack con- 
tinued. "She don't think a bit the worse of me because 
I went on like a fool about the muffins at tea-time. But 
that's not what I want to talk about now; ifs a sort of 
secret. In the first place — " 

"Do you usually mention your secrets in a voice 
that everybody can hear?" asked Mrs. Blyth, laughing. 

"Oh, never mind about that," he replied, not lower- 
ing his tone in the least; "ifs only a secret from Ma- 
donna, and we can talk before her^ poor little soul, just 
as if she wasn't in the room. Now this is the thing: 
she's made me a present, and I think I ought to show 
my gratitude by making her another in return." (He 
resumed his ordinary manner as he warmed with the 
subject, and began to walk up and down the room in 
his usual flighty fidgetty way.) "Well, I have been 
thinking what the present ought to be — something 
pretty, of course. I can't do her a drawing yet worth a 
j^p; and even if I could — " 

"Suppose you come here and sit down, Zack]," inter- 
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posed Mrs. Blyth. " Wlaile you are wandering backwards 
and forwards in that way before the card-table, you take 
Madonna's attention off the game." 

'No doubt he did. How could she see him walking 
about close by her, and carrying her drawing with him 
wherever he went, as if he prized it too much to be 
willing to put it down — without feeling gratified in 
more than one of the innocent little vanities of her s^x, 
without lookiQg after him much too often to be properly 
alive to the interests of her game? 

Zack took Mrs. Blyth's recommendation, and sat down 
by her, with his back towards the cribbag^ players. 

"Well, the question is. What present am I to give 
her?" he went on. "IVe.been twisting and turning it 
over in my mind, and the long and the short of it is — '* 

("Fifteen two, fifteen four, and a pair's six," said 
Yalentine, reckoning up the tricks he had in his hand at . 
that moment.) 

"Did you ever notice that she has a particularly 
pretty hand and arm?" proceeded Zack somewhat eva- 
sively. "I'm rather a judge of ttiese things myself; and 
of all the other girls I ever saw — " 

"Never mind about other girls," said Mrs. Blyth. 
"Tell me what you mean to give Madonna." 

("Two for his heels," cried Mrs. Peckover, turning 
up a knave with great glee.) 

"I mean to give her a bracelet," said Zack. 

Yalentine looked up quickly from the card table. 

("Play, please, sir," ^said Mrs. Peckover; "little Ma- 
ry's waiting for you.") 

"Well, Zack," rejoined Mrs. Blyth, "your idea of 
returning a present only errs on the side of generosity. 
I should recommend something less costly. Don't you 
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know that if s one of Madonna's oddities not to care 
about jewelry? She might have bought herself a bra- 
celet long ago, out of her own sayings, if trinkets had 
been things to tempt her/' 

''"Wait a bit, Mrs. Blyth," said Zack, with an air of 
considerable self-approbation; "you haven't heard the 
best of my notion yet: all the pith and marrow of it has 
got to come. The bracelet I mean to give her is one 
that she will pri^e to the day of her death, or she's not 
the affectionate, warm-hearted girl I take her for. What 
do you think of a- bracelet that reminds her of you and 
Valentine, and jolly old Peck there — and a little of 
me, too, which I hope won't make her think the worse 
of it. I've got a design against all your heads," he con- 
tinued, imitating the cutting action of a pair of scissors 
with two of his fingers, and raising his voice in high 
triumph. "It's a splendid idea: I mean to give Madonna 
a Hair Bracelet!" 

2djs. Peckover and Mr. Blyth started back in their 
chairs, and stared at each other as amazedly as if Zack's 
last words had sprung from a charged battery, and had 
struck them both at the same moment witii a smart 
electrical sliock. On any ordinary occasions, the recol- 
lections suggested by what young Thorpe had just said, 
would not have been of a nature to impress them lightly, 
or to be soon forgotten when once aroused; but on this 
particular evening, coming after such a conversation as 
they had held together not half an hour ago, the mere 
mention of a Hair Bracelet in connection with Madonna 
had something vaguely ominous in it to both their minds. 
"With one accord they looked from each other to the gir^ 
who was sitting between them, astonished at seeing the 
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game suddenly suspended for no cause that she could 
possibly discern. 

"Of all the things in the world, how came he eyer 
to think of giving her that!" ejaculated Mrs. Peckover 
under her breath; her memory reverting, wlule she spoke, 
to the mournful day when strangers had searched the 
body of Madonna's mother, and had found the Hair 
Bracelet hidden away in a comer of the dead woman's 
pocket 

"Hush! let's go on with the game," said Valentine. 
He, too, was thinking of the Hair Bracelet — thinking 
of it as it now lay locked up in his bureau down stairs, 
remembering how he would fain have destroyed it years 
ago, but that his conscience and sense of honour forbade 
him; pondering on the fatal discoveries to which, by 
bare possibility, it might yet lead, if ever it should fall 
into strangers' hands. 

"A Hair Bracelet," continued Zack, quite unconscious 
of the effect he was producing on two of the card-players 
behind him; "and such hair, too, as I mean it to be 
made of? — Why, Madonna will think it more precious 
than all the diamonds in the world. I defy anybody to 
have hit on a better idea of the sort of present she's 
sure to like: it's elegant and appropriate, and all that 
sort of thing — isn't it?" 

"Oh, yes! very nice and pretty indeed," replied Mrs. 
Blyth, rather absently and confusedly. She knew as 
much of Madonna's history as her husband did; and was 
wondering what he would think of the present which 
young Thorpe proposed giving to their adopted child. 

"The thing I want most to know," said Zack, "is 
what you think would be the best pattern for the 
bracelet. There will be two kinds of hair in it which 
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can be made into any shape, of course — your liair and 
Mrs. Peckover's." 

("Not a bit of my hair shall go towards the bracelet 
— not a single bit!") muttered Mrs. Peckover, who was 
listening to what was said while she went on playing. 

"The difficult hair to bring m will be mine and Va- 
lentine's," pursued Zack, "Mine's long enough to be 
sure; I ought to have got it cut a month ago; but ifs so 
stiff and curly; and Blyth keeps his cropped so short — 
I don't see what they can do with it (do you?), unless 
they make rings, or stars, or knobs, or something stumpy 
in the way of a cross pattern of it." 

"The people at the shop will know best," said Mrs. 
Blyth, resolving to proceed cautiously. 

"One thing Pm determined on though, beforehand," 
cried Zack — "the clasp. The clasp shall be a serpent — " 

("which her villain of a father was, Pll answer for 
it,") whispered Mrs. Peckover to herself, behind the 
cards ; her mind still running on Madonna and Madonna's 
mother. 

" — a serpent," continued Zack, "with turquoise 
eyes, and a carbuncle tail, and all our initials scored up 
somehow on his scales. "Won't that be splendid? I 
should like to surprise Madonna with it this very evening." 

("You shall never give it to her if I can help it,") 
grumbled Mrs. Peckover, still soliloquising under her 
breath. ("If anything in the world can bring her ill- 
luck, it will be a Hair Bracelet!") 

These last words were spoken with perfect serious- 
ness; for they were the result of the strongest supersti- 
tious conviction. 

Beyond the bare knowledge of reading and writing, 
Mrs. Peckover was entirely uneducated. She had lived 
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for the most part of her life — the early part of it es- 
pecially — among persons as uninstructed as herself. 
There was not a popular superstition of the many still 
preserved among her class which she did not know and 
believe in — not a superstitious view that could he 
taken of any remarkable circumstance, which she was 
not prepared to embrace at a moment's notice. From 
the time when the Hair Bracelet was found on Madon- 
na's mother, she had persuaded herself — not unnatu- 
rally, in the absence of any information to the contrary 
— that it had been in some way connected with the 
ruin and shame which had driven its unhappy possessor 
forth as an outcast to die amongst strangers. To believe, 
in consequence, that a Hair Bracelet had brought "ill-luck" 
to the mother, and to derive from that belief the result- 
ing conviction that a Hair Bracelet would therefore also 
bring "ill-luck" to the child, was a perfectly direct and 
inevitable deductive process to Mrs. Peckover's supersti- 
tious mind. The motives which had formerly influenced 
her to forbid her "little Mary" ever to begin anything 
important on a Friday, or ever to imperil her prosperity 
by walking under a ladder, were precisely the motives 
by which she was now actuated in determining to pre- 
vent the presentation of young Thorpe's ill-omened gift 
by every means in her power, short of disclosing the 
secret that she was bound to preserve. 

Although Yalentine had only caught a word here 
and there, to guide him to the subject of Mrs. Peckover's 
mutterings to herself while the game was going on, he 
guessed easily enough the general tenor of her thoughts, 
and suspected that she would ere long begin to talk 
louder than was at all desirable, if Zack proceeded much 
further [with his present topic of conversation. Accord- 
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ingly, he took advantage of a pause in the game, and of 
a relapse into another restless fit of walking about the 
room on young Thorpe's part, to approach his wife's 
couch as if he wanted to find something lying near it, 
and to whisper to her, " Stop his talking any more about 
that present to Madonna; TU tell you why another 
time." 

Mrs. Blyth very readily and easily complied with this 
injunction, by telling Zack (with perfect truth) that she 
had been already a little too much excited, considering 
her weak state, by the events of the evening; and that 
she must put off all further listening or talking on her 
part till the next night, when she promised to advise 
him about the bracelet to the best of her power. He 
was, however, still too full of his subject to relinquish it 
easily under no stronger influence than the influence of 
a polite hint. Having lost one listener in Mrs. Blyth, 
he boldly tried the experiment, to that lady's great dis- 
may, of inviting two others to replace her, by addressing 
hiinself to the players at the card-table. 

"I dar« say you have heard what I have been talk- 
ing about to ]i(frs. Blyth?" he began. 

"Lord, master Zack!" said Mrs. Peckover, "do you 
think we haven't had something else to do here, besides 
listening to you? There now! don't talk to us, please, 
till we are done, or you'll throw us out altogether. Don't, 
sir, on any account, because we are playing for money 
— sixpence a game." 

Repelled on both sides, Zack was obliged to give 
way. He walked off to try and amuse himself at the 
bookcase. Mrs. Peckover, with a very triumphant air, 
nodded and winked several times at Valentine across the 
table; desiring, by these signs, to direct his attention to 
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the fact that she could not only be silent herself when 
the conversation was in danger of approaching a for- 
bidden subject, but could make other people hold their 
tongues too. 

The room was now perfectly quiet, and the game at 
cribbage proceeded smoothly enough, but not so plea- 
santly as usual on other occasions. Valentine did not 
regain his customary good spirits; and Mrs. Peckover 
relapsed into whispering discontentedly again to herself 
— now and then looking towards the bookcase, where 
young Thorpe was sitting sleepily, with a volume of en- 
gravings on his knee. It was, more or less, a relief to 
everybody when the supper tray came up, and the cards 
were put away for the night. 

Zack becoming quite lively again at the prospect of 
a little eating and drinking, tried to return to the 
dangerous subject of the Hair Bracelet; addressing him- 
self, on this occasion, directly to Yalentine. He was 
interrupted, however, before he had spoken three words. 
Mr. Blyth suddenly remembered that he had an impor- 
tant communication of his own to make to young Thorpe. 

"Excuse me, Zack," he said, "I have a bit of news 
to tell you, which Mrs. Peckover's arrival drove out of 
my head; and which I must mention to you at once, 
while I have the opportunity. Both my pictures are 
done — what do you think of that? — done, and in 
their frames. I settled the titles yesterday. The classi- 
cal landscape is to be called *The Golden Age,* which ia 
a pretty poetical sort of name; and the figure-subject is 
to be 'Columbus in Sight of the New World,' which is, 
I think, simple, elBfecting and grand. "Wait a minute! 
the best of it has yet to come. I am going to show 
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both the pictures in the studio to my fiiends, and my 
friends' friends, as early as Saturday next." 

"You don't mean it!" exclaimed Zack. "Why ifs 
only January nowj and you always used to have your 
private view at home of your own pictures in April, just 
before they were sent into the Academy Exhibition/' 

"Quite right," interposed Yalentine, "but I am going 
to make a change this year. The fact is, I have got a 
job to do in the provinces, which will take me away at 
the beghming of the spring — it is not a job worth 
mentioning; but it will prevent me from having my pic- 
ture-show at the usual time. So I mean to have it now. 
The pictures are done and framed, and fit to be seen; 
and the cards of invitation are coming home from the 
printer's to-morrow morning. I shall reserve a packet of 
course for you, when we see you to-morrow night." 

"Thank you, old fellow: I'll bring lots of friends. 
And now, I say, just to go back to what I was talking 
about a minute ago — " 

But Yalentine was not to be caught. He had some 
important additions to make to the invitation list, which 
accidentally occurred to him just at that moment, and 
sent him away, with many apologies, to his wife's bed- 
side, to "ask Lawie for the memorandum-book." 

Still obstinate and indefatigable, Zack tried Mrs. 
Peckover ne^t; but was immediately repelled with such 
extraordinary abruptness and asperilyx that lie gave up in 
despair all hopes of further expounding his favourite idea 
of the Hair Bracelet for that night; and sought amuse- 
ment elsewhere, by practising the deaf and dumb alpha- 
bet with Madonna. 

He was still thus occupied, when the clock on Mrs. 
Blyth's mantel-piece struck the half hour after ten. Ha- 
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ving his own private reaaons for continiiing to preserre 
the appearance of perfect obedience to his father's do- 
mestic regulations, he rose at once to say good night, in 
order to insure being home before the house-door was 
bolted at eleven o'clock. This time he did not forget 
Madonna's drawing; but, on the contrary, showed such 
unusual carefulness in tying his pockethandkerchief over 
the frame to preserve it from injury as he carried it 
through the streets, that she could not help — in the 
fearless innocence of her heart — unreservedly betraying 
to him, both by look and manner, when he took his 
leave, how warmly she appreciated his anxiety for the 
safe preservation of her gift. Never had the bright, kind 
young face been lovelier in its artless happiness than it 
appeared at the moment when she was shaking hands 
with Zack. 

Just as Valentine was about to follow his guest out 
of the room, Mrs. Blyth called him back, reminding him 
that he had a cold, and beting him not to expose him- 
self to the wintry night air by going down to the door. 

"But the servants must be in bed by this time (they 
never wait up imless they're told); and somebody ought 
to fasten the bolts," remonstrated Mr. Blyth. "Never 
mind about my cold, Lawie; I shan't hurt if I put on 
my hat." 

"Fll go, sir," said Mrs. Peckover, rising with extra- 
ordinary alacrity. "Ill see master Zack out, and do up 
the door. Bless your heart! ifs no trouble to me. Tm 
always moving about at home from morning to night, to 
prevent myself from getting fatter. Don't say no, ma'am: 
I shan't feel at home unless you let me make myself 
usefiil. And don't you stir, Mr. Blyth, — unless you 
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are afraid of trusting an old gossip like me alone with 
any of your yisitors." 

The last words were intended as a sarcasm, and were 
whispered into Valentine's ear. He understood the allu- 
sion to their private conversation together easily enough; 
and felt that unless he let her have her own way with- 
out further contest, he must risk offending an old friend 
hy implying a mistrust of her which would be simply 
ridiculous, under the circumstances in which they were 
placed. So, when his wife nodded to him to take ad- 
vantage of the offer just made, he accepted it forthwith. 

"!N'ow ril stop his giving her a Hair Bracelet!" 
thought Mrs. Peckover, as she bustled out after young 
Thorpe, and closed the room door behind her. 

"Wait a bit, young gentleman,'* said she, arresting 
his further progress on the first landing. "Just leave off 
talking a minute, and let me speak. Fve got something 
to say to you. Do you really mean to give her that 
Hair Bracelet?" 

"Oho! then yon did hear something at the card-table 
about it, after all?" said Zack. "Mean? Of course I 
mean!" 

"And you want to. put some of my hair in it?" 

"To be sure I do! Madonna wouldn't like it with- 
out." 

"Then you had better make up yonr mind at once 
to give her some other present; for not one bit of my 
hair shall you have. There now! what do you think of 
that?" 

"I don't believe it, my old darling." 

"It's true though, I can tell you. Not a hair of my 
head shall you have." 

"Why not?" 
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"Kever mind why. Tve got my own reasons.'* 

"Yery well: if you come to that, Tve got my reasons 
for giving the bracelet; and I mean to give it. If you 
won't let any of your hair be plaited up along with the 
rest, it's Madonna you will disappoint — not me.'* 

Mrs. Peckover began to feel that she must change 
her tactics, or be defeated. 

"Don't you be so dreadful obstinate, Master Zaok, 
and I'll tell you the reason," she said in an altered tone, 
leading the way lower down into the passage. "I don't 
want you to give her a Hair Bracelet at all, because I 
believe it will bring ill-luck to her — there!" 

Zack burst out laughing. "Do you call that a reason? 
Who ever heard before of a Hair Bracelet being an un- 
lucky gift? Oh, you mysterious old Peck! what are you 
driving at?" 

At this moment, the door of Mrs. Blyth's room 
opened. 

"Anything wrong with the lock?" asked Yalentine 
from above. He was rather surprised at the time that 
elapsed without his hearing the house-door shut. 

"All quite right, sir," said Mrs. Peckover; adding in 
a whisper to Zack: — "Hush! don't say a word!" 

"Don't let him keep you in the cold with his non- 
sense," said Yalentine. 

"My nonsense! — " began Zack, indignantly. 

"He's going, sir," interrupted Mrs. Peckover. "I 
shall be upstairs in a moment." 

"Come in, dear, pray! You're letting all the cold 
air into the room," exclaimed the voice of Mrs. Blyth. 

The door of the room closed again. 

"What the devil are you up to?" asked Zack, in ex- 
treme bewilderment. 
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"I only want you to give her some other present," 
said Mrs. Peckover, in her most wheedling tones. "You 
may think it all a whim of mine, if you like — I dare 
say Pm an old fool: but I don't want you to give her a 
Hair Bracelet. There's lots of other presents you can 
choose from instead. — Pd do as much for you, master 
Zack, if you asked me: I would indeed!" 

"Well! PU be hanged if I don't think one of us two 
has been making free with the sherry-and-water at supper 
— and it isn't me!" (Mrs. Peckover's cheeks reddened 
with rising ind^ation.) "Beasons first, and whims af- 
terwards, eh? Whims! Oh, Heavens! to think of a 
largely -developed woman at your time of life having 
whims!" (The cheeks grew redder still.) "But it won't 
do; I shall give her the Hair Bracelet — ah, yes, you 
may look as cross as you like, but I shall! My mind's 
made up about itj nothing in the world can stop me — 
except, of course, her having a Hair Bracelet already, 
which I know she hasn't." 

"Oh! you know that, do you, you mischievous imp? 
Then, for once in a way, you just know wrong!" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Peckbver, losing her temper altogether. 

"You don't mean to say so? Dear me! how very re- 
markable, to think of her having a Hair Bracelet already, 
and of my not knowing it! — Mrs. Peckover," continued 
Zack , mimicking the tone and manner of his old clerical 
enemy, the'Eeverend Aaron Yollop, "what I am now 
about to say, grieves me deeply; but I have, a solemn 
duty to discharge, and in the conscientious performance 
of that duty, I now unhesitatiQgly express my conviction 
that the remark you have just made is — a flam." 

"It isn't — Monkey!" returned Mrs. Peckover, her 
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anger fairly boiling over, as she nodded her head yehe- 
mently in Zack's face. 

Just then, Yalentine's step became audible in the 
room above; first moving towards the door, then suddenly 
retreating from it, as if he had been called back. 

"I haven't let out what I oughtn't, have I?" thought 
Mrs. Peckover; calming down directly, when she heard 
the movement upstairs. 

"Oh; you stick to it, do jouV* continued Zack. "It's 
rather odd, old lady, that Mrs. Blyth shouldn't have told 
me about this newly-discovered Hair Bracelet of yours, 
in the course of the evening. But she doesn't know, of 
course; and Valentme doesn't know either, I suppose? 
By Jove! he's not gone to bed yet; HI run back, and 
ask him if Madonna really has got a Hair Bracelet!" 

"For God's sake, don't! — don't say a word about 
it!" exclaimed Mrs. Peckover, turning pale as she 
thought of possible consequences, and catching young 
Thorpe by the arm when he tried to pass her in the 



"Hullo!" cried Zack, startled into s^iousness by 
the sudden change in her face, "Whafs the matter 
now?" 

"Don't, there's a dear good fellow!" she continued, 
in an eager whisper; "don't say a word about it, or you 
will get me into dreadful trouble, and make mischief 
with everybody, and set Mr. Blyth thinking all sorts of 
things, that I wouldn't have him think for the whole 
world. Don't speak: I know you can't understand it — 
how should you? Oh, Lord! I wish I hadn't come down- 
stairs and spoke to you at all! INTo, no! don't say a word. 
Of course you can't make out what it all means — can 
you? But that don't matter — does it? It isn't your 
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business — is it? You liaven't got no need to enquire — 
have you, now? And you won't say a word, or think 
about it, or remember it, will you? Hush! hush! he's 
coming down after us!" 

The step up-stairs passed across the room again. 

"Well, upon my soul, of all the queer old women! — " 

"Hush! he's going to open the door this time; he is 
indeed!" 

"Never mind; I won't say anything," whispered Zack, 
his natural good-nature prompting him to relieve Mrs. 
Peckover's distress, the moment he became convinced 
that it was genuine. "And, as for my notion of the 
Hair Bracelet — though I haven't the slightest idea what 
you have been driving at all this time — I won't do 
anything in it, till — " 

"That's a good chap! thafs a dear good chap!" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Peckover, squeezing Zaok's hand in a 
fervour of unbounded gratitude. 

The door of Mrs. Blyth's room opened for the second 
time. 

"Isn't he gone yet?" enquired Valentine, in a tone 
which sounded awfully sharp and suspicious to Mrs. 
Peckover's guilty ears. He would have asked the ques- 
tion some minutes ♦ earlier, but his attention had been 
engaged by a discussion with his wife about the advice 
she should give youi^ Thorpe, when he came to go on 
with his drawing lesson the next evening, in relation to 
the present he proposed making to Madonna. They might, 
however, have saved themselves the trouble of engaging 
in any consultation on this subject. Zack's course of 
study in the new Drawing Academy was destined, at the 
very outset, to meet with a check. 

"He's gone, sir; he's •gone at last!" said Mrs. Peck- 
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over, shutting the house door on the parting guest with 
inhospitable rapidity, and locking it with elaborate care 
and extraordinary noise. 

"I must manage to make it all safe with master Zack 
to-morrow night; though I don't believe I have said a 
single word I oughtaa't to say," thought she, slowly 
ascending the stairs. "But Mr. Blyth makes such ftisses, 
and works himself into such fidgets about the poor thing 
being traced and taken away from him (which is all stuff 
and nonsense), that he would be sure to think Fd let 
out everything, and go half distracted if he knew what 
I said just now to master Zack. Not that if s so much 
what I said to him, as what he made out somehow and 
said to me. But they're so sharp, these young London 
chaps — they are so awful sharp!" 

Here, she stopped on the landing, to recover her 
breath; then whispered to herself, as she went on and 
approached Mr. Blyth's door: — 

"But, one thing I'm determined on; little Mary shan't 
have that Hair Bracelet!" 

« « « « « 

Even as Mrs. Peckover walked thinking all the 
way up-stairs, so did Zack walk wondering all the way 
home. 

What the deuce could this extraordinary botheration 
about his present to Madonna possibly mean? "Was it 
not at least clear from the fright old Peck was in, when 
he talked of asking Blyth whether Madonna really had 
a Hair Bracelet, that she had told the truth after all, 
and not a flam? And was it not even clearer still that 
she had let out a secret in telling that truth, which Blyth 
must have ordered her to keep? Why keep it? What 
was there in Madonna's having a Hair Bracelet to make 
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a mystery about? Who was Madonna? How was it 
Blyth would never tell anybody even so much as where 
he picked her up? Was this mysterious iEIair Bracelet, 
which he never remembered seeing her wear — and 
which Mrs. Blyth had said nothing about, while he was 
actually talking of his Hair Bracelet that he had intended 
to buy — mixed up somehow with the grand secret 
about Madonna's origin that Yalentine had always kept 
from everybody? Was not this, upon the whole, very 
possible? But what did it matter, after all, whether it 
was or not? What need to bother his head about what 
didn't concern him? Was it not, considering all things, 
— and especially remembering the fact, previously for- 
gotten, that he had but fifteen shillings and threepence 
of disposable money in the world — rather lucky than 
otherwise that old Peck had taken it into her head to 
stop him from buying what he hadn't the means of 
paying for? Would she find some excuse to get him off 
making his expensive present after what he had said to 
Mrs. Blyth? What could he buy for Madonna that was 
pretty, and cheap enough to suit the present state of his 
pocket? Would she like a thimble? or an almanack? or 
a pair of cuffs? or a pot of bear's grease? 

Here Zack suddenly paused in his mental interroga- 
tories; for he had arrived within sight of his home in 
Baregrove Square. 

A change passed over his handsome face: he frowned, 
and his ^our deepened, as he looked up at the light in 
his father's window. 

"I'll stop out again to-night, and see life," he mut- 
tered doggedly to himself, approaching the door. "The 
more Pm bullied at home, the oftener I'll go out on the sly." 

This rebellious speech was occasioned by the recol- 
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lection of a domestic scene, which had contributed, early 
that evening, to» swell the Hst of the Tribulations of 
Zack; and which had been produced by his father's 
disapproval of his accepting an invitation to Valentine's 
house. Mr. Thorpe (as has been hinted in a former 
place) had moral objections to Mr. Blyth's profession, and 
moral doubts on the subject of Mr. Blyth himself. These 
doubts had been strengthened, though not originated, 
by the damaging reports occasioned by that gentleman's 
own refusal to explain away the mystery which enveloped 
the birth and parentage of his adopted child. Mr. Thorpe 
knew his duty to his neighbour, and was too anxious 
never to judge any man hastily and wrongly, to allow 
himself to be sensibly biassed by mere report in forming 
his judgment of Mr. Blyth; but scandal had its wily 
influence over him as over others; and strengthened, 
more importantly than he himself suspected, his suspi- 
cion that the painter was a person with no fixed prin- 
ciples, and no discernible standard of respectability. As 
a necessary consequence of this suspicion, he considered 
Mr. Blyth to be no fit companion for a devout young 
man; and expressed, severely enough, his unmeasured 
surprise at finding that his son could exhibit already 
such "backsliding forgetfulness" of the excellent lessons 
instilled into him by the Reverend Aaron Yollop, as to 
wish to accept an invitation to tea from a person of 
doubtful character. Zack's rejoinder to his father's reproof 
was decisive, if it was nothing else. He denied every- 
thing alleged or suggested against his Mend's reputation 
— Lost his temper on being sharply rebuked for the 
''indecent vehemence" of his language — and left the 
paternal tea-table in defiaace, to go and eat mufito in 
the doubtful company of Mr. Valentine Blyth. 
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"Just in time, sir," said the page, griimiiig at his 
young master as he opened the door. "Itfs on the stroke 
of eleven." 

Zack muttered something savage in reply, which it 
is not perhaps advisable to report. The servant secured 
the lock and bolts, while he put his hat on the hall 
table, and lit his bedroom candle. 

Eather more than an hour after this time — or, in 
other words, a little past midnight — the door opened 
again softly, and Zack appeared on the step equipped 
for his nocturnal expedition. 

He hesitated, as he put the key into the lock from 
outside, before he closed the door behind him. He had 
never done this on other occasions; he could not tell 
why he did it now. We are mysteries even to our- 
selves; and there are times when the Yoices of the 
future that are in us, yet not ours, speak, and make the 
earthly part of us conscious of their presence. Oftenest 
our mortal sense feels that they are breaking their dread 
silence at those supreme moments of existence, when on 
the choice between two apparently trifling alternatives 
hangs suspended the whole future of a life. And thus 
it was now with the young man who stood on the 
threshold of his home, doubtful whether he should 
pursue or abandon the purpose which was then upper- 
most in his mind. On his choice between the two alter- 
natives of going on, or going back — which the closi^ 
of a door would decide — depended the future of his 
life, and of other lives that were mingled with it. 

He waited a minute undecided, for the warning 

Yoices within him were stronger than his own will: he 

waited, looking up thoughtfully at the starry loveliness 

of the winter's night — then closed the door behind 
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him as softly as usual — hesitated again at the last 
step that led on to the pavement — • and then fairly set 
forth from home, walking at a rapid pace through the 
streets. 

He was not in his usual good spirits. He felt no 
inclination to sing as was his wont, while passing 
through the fresh, frosty air: and he wondered why it 
was so. 

The Voices were still speaking faintly and more 
, fedntly within him. But we must die hefore we can 
hecome immortal as they are; and their language to us 
in this life is often as an unknown tongue. 
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BOOK II. 
THE SEEKING. 

CHAPTER L 

f A Fight in tiie Temple of Harmony. 

The Boman Poet who, writmg of Yice, ascribed its 
influence enfeely to the allurement of the fair disguises 
that it wore, and asserted it to be a monster so hideous 
by nature that it only needed to be seen to excite the 
hatred of all mankind, uttered a very plausible moral 
sentiment, which wants nothing to recommend it to the 
unqualified admiration of posterity but a slight seasoning 
of practical truth. Even in the most luxurious days of 
old Rome, it may very safely be questipned whether 
Yice could ever afibrd to disguise itself to win recruits, 
except from the wealthier classes of the population. But 
in these mod^!m times, it may be decidedly asserted as 
a fact, that Vice, in accomplishing the vast majority of 
its seductions, uses no disguise at all; appears impudently 
in its naked deformity; and, instead of horrifying all be- 
holders, in accordance with the prediction of the Classical 
satirist, absolutely attracts a much more numerous con- 
gregation of worsliippers than has ever yet been brought 
together by the divinest beauties that Virtue can display 
for the allurement of mankind. 

That famous place of public amusement, known to 
the loose-living and late-roaming youth of London by 
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the name of the Temple of Harmony, affords, among 
hosts of other instances which might he cited, a notable 
example to refute the assertion of the ancient poet by 
establishing the fact, that Vice is in no danger of being 
loathed, even when it presents itself , to the beholder un- 
covered by the bare rags and tatters of the flimsiest dis- 
guise. 

The Temple of Harmony, as its name denotes, was 
principally devoted to the exhibition of musical talent, 
and opened at a period of the night when the per- 
formances at the Theatres were over. The standing 
orchestral arrangements of the place were, all comprised 
in one bad piano; to which were occasionally added, by 
way of increasing the attractions, performances on the 
banjo and guitar. The singers were called "Ladies and 
Gentlemen." The Temple itseK consisted of one long 
. room, with a double row of benches, bearing troughs at 
their backs for the reception of glasses of liquor. It had 
a slightly raised stage at the end for the performers; 
and its drab-coloured walls pretended to be panelled, 
but made so bad a pretence of it as to merit no notice, 
and even to get none. 

Innocence itself must have seen at a glance that the 
Temple of Harmony was an utterly vicious place. Vice 
never so much as thought of wearing any disguise here. 
!No glimmer of wit played over the foul substance of the 
songs that were sung, and hid it in dazzle from too 
close observation. No relic of youth and freshness, no 
artfully-assumed innocence and vivacity, concealed the 
squalid, physical deterioration of the worn-out human 
counterfeits which stood up to sing, and were coarsely 
painted and padded to look like fine women. Their 
fellow performers among the men were such sodden- 
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feced blackguards as no shop-boy who applauded them 
at night would dare to walk out with in the morning. 
The place itseK had as little of the allurement of 
elegance and beauty about it, as the people. Here was 
no bright gilding on the ceiling — no charm of orna- 
ment, no comfort of construction even, in the furniture. 
Here were no viciously-attractive pictures on the walls 
— no enervating sweet odours in the atmosphere — n<J 
contrivances of ventilation to cleanse away the stench 
of bad tobacco-smoke and brandy-flavoured human breath 
with which the room reeked all night long. Here, in 
short, was Vice wholly undisguised; recklessly showing 
itself to every eye, without the varnish of beauty, with- 
out the tinsel of wit, without even so much as the 
flavour of cleanliness to recommend it. "Were all be- 
holders instinctively overcome by horror at the sight? 
Far from it. The Temple of Harmony was crammed to 
its last benches every night; and the proprietor filled 
his pockets from the purses of applauding audiences. 
For, let Classical moralists say what they may. Vice 
gathers followers as easily, in modem times, with the 
mask off, as ever it gathered them in ancient times with 
the mask on. 

It was two o'clock in the moniing; and the enter- 
tainments in the Temple were fast rising to the climax 
of harmonic joviality. A favourite comic song had just 
been sung by a bloated old man with a bald head and 
a hairy chin. There was a brief lull of repose, before 
^ the amusements resumed their noisy progress. Orders 
for grog and cigars were flying abroad in all directions. 
Friends were talking at the tops of their voices, and 
strangers were staring at each other — except at the 
lower end of the room, where the whole attention 
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of the company was concentrated strangely upon one 
man. 

The person who thus attracted to himself the won- 
dermg curiosity of all his neighbours, had come in late; 
had taken the first vacant place he could find near the 
door; and had sat there listening and looking about him 
very quietly. He drank and smoked like the rest of 
the company; but never applauded, never laughed, never 
exhibited tiie slightest symptom of astonishment, or 
pleasure, or impatience, or disgust; though it was evident, 
from his manner of entering and giving his orders to the 
waiters, that he visited the Temple of Harmony that 
night for the first time. 

He was not in mourning, for there was no band 
round his hat; but he was dressed nevertheless in a black 
frock-coat, waistcoat and trousers, and wore black kid 
gloves. He seemed to be very little at his ease in this 
costume, moving his limbs, whenever he changed his 
position, as cautiously and constrainedly as if he had 
been clothed in gossamer instead of stout black broad- 
cloth, shining with its first new gloss on it. Judging 
of him in a sitting posture, he did not appear to be 
a tall man; but his shoulders were prodigiously broad, 
and his arms so long as to look out of all proportion to 
his body. His face was tanned to a perfectly Moorish 
brown, was scarred in tWo places by the marks of old 
wounds, and was overgrown by coarse, iron-grey whiskers, 
which met under his chin. His eyes were light, and 
rather large, and seemed to be always quietly, but 
vigilantly on the watch. Indeed, the whole expression 
of his face, coarse and heavy as it was in form, was 
remarkable for its acuteness, for its cool collected pene- 
tration, for its habitually observant, passively-watchfdl 
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look. Any one guessing at Ids calling from Lis manner 
and appearance y would have set him down immediately 
as the captain of a merchantman; and would have been 
willing to lay any wager that he had been seyeral times 
round the world. 

But it was not his isuce^ or his dress, or his manner, 
that drew on him the attention of all his neighbours; 
it was his head. Under his hat, (which was bran new, 
like everything else he wore), there appeared, fitting 
tight round his temples and behind his ears, a black 
velvet skuU-cap. Not a vestige of hair peeped from 
under it All round his head, as far as could be seen 
beneath his hat, which he wore far back over his coat- 
collar, there wa« nothing but bare flesh, encircled by 
a rim of black velvet. 

Erom a great proposal for reform, to a small eccen- 
tricity in costume, the English are the most intolerant 
people in the world, in their reception of anything which 
presents itself to them under the form of a perfect 
novelty. Let any man xlisplay a new project before 
the Parliament of England, or a new pai^ of light- 
green trousers before the inhabitants of London, let the 
project proclaim itself as useful to all listening ears, and 
the trouBers eloquently assert themselves as beautiM to 
aU beholding eyes, the nation will shrink 'suspiciously, 
nevertheless, both from the one and the other; will order 
the first to "lie on the table," and will hoot, laugh,, 
and stare at the second; wiU, in short, resent either 
novelty as an unwarrantable intrusion, for no other 
discernible reason thau that people in general are not 
used to it. 

Quietly as the strange man in black had taken his 
seat in tho Temple of Harmony, he and his skull-cap 
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attracted general attention; and our national weakness 
displayed itself immediately. 

Nobody paused to reflect that he probably wore his 
black velvet head-dress from necessity; nobody gave him • 
credit for having objections to a wig, which might be 
perfectly sensible and well founded; and nobody, even 
in this free country, was liberal enough to consider that 
he had really as much right to put on a skull-cap under 
his hat if he chose, as any other man present had to 
put on a shirt under his waist-coat. The audience saw 
nothing but the novelty in the way of a head-dress 
which the stranger wore, and they resented it unanimously 
because it was a novelty. First they expressed this 
resentment by staring indignantly at him, then by 
laughing at him, then by making sarcastic remarks on 
him. He bore their ridicule with the most perfect and 
provoking coolness. He did not expostulate, or retort, 
or look angry, or grow red in the face, or fidget in his . 
seat, or get up to go away. He just sat smoking and 
drinking as quietly as ever, not taking the slightest 
notice of any of the dozens of people who were all taking 
notice of him. 

His imperturbability only served to encourage his 
neighbours to take further liberties with. him. One* 
fragile little gentleman, with a spirituous nose and watery 
eyes, urged on by some women near him, advanced to 
the stranger's bench, and, expressing his admiration of 
a skull-cap as a becoming ornamental addition to a hat, 
announced, with a bow of mock politeness, his ardent 
desire to feel the quality of the velvet He stretched 
out his hand as he spoke, not a word of warning or 
expostulation being uttered by the victim of the intended 
insult; but the moment his fingers touched the skull-cap, 
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the strange man, still without speaking, without even 
removing his cigar from his mouth, very deliberately 
threw all that remained of the glass of hot brandy and 
water before him in the fragile gentleman's face. 

With a scream of pain as the hot liquor flew into 
his eyes, the miserable little man struck out helplessly 
with both his fists, and fell down between the benches. 
A friend who was with him, advanced to avenge his 
injuries, ajid was thrown sprawling on the floor. YeUs 
of "Turn him out!" and "Police!" followed; people at 
the other end of the room jumped up excitably on their 
seats; the women screamed, the men shouted and swore, 
glasses were broken, sticks were waved, benches were 
cracked, and, in one instant, the stranger was assailed by 
every one of his neighbours who could get near him, on 
pretence of turning him out. 

Just as it seemed a matter of certainty that he must 
yield to numbers, in spite of his gallant resistance, and 
be ignominiously hurled out of the door down the flight 
of stairs that led to it, a taU young gentleman, -with 
a quantity of light curly hair on his hatless head, leapt 
up, on one of liie benches at the. -opposite side of the 
gangway running down the middle of the room, and 
apostrophised the company around him with vehement 
fistic gesticulation. Alas for the respectabilities of parents 
with pleasure-loving sons! alas for Mr. Valentine Bljrth's 
idea of teaching his pupil to be steady, by teaching him 
to draw! This furious young gentleman was no other than 
Mr. Zachary Thorpe, Junior, of Baregrove Square. 

"D — n you all, you cowardly counter -jumping 
scoundrels!" roared Zack, his eyes aflame with valour, 
generosity, and gin-and-water. "What do you mean by 
setting on one man in that way? Hit out, sir — hit 
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out right and left! I saw you insulted; and I'm coming 
to help you!" 

. With these words Zack tucked up his cufife, and 
jumped into the crowd ahout him. His height, strength, 
and science aa a hoxer carried him triumphantly to the 
opposite bench. Two or three blows on the ribs, and 
one on the nose which drew blood plentifully, only 
served to stimulate his ardour and increase the pugilistic 
ferocity of his expression. In a minute he was by the 
side of the man with the skull-cap; and the two were 
fighting, back to back, amid roars of applause from the 
audience at the upper end of the room who were only 
spectators of the disturbance. 

In the meantime the police had been summoned. 
But the waiters down-stairs, in their anxiety to see 
a struggle between two men on one side and somewhere 
about two dozen on the other, had neglected to close 
the street door. The consequence was, that all the 
cabmen on the stand outside, and aU the vagabond 
night-idlers in the vagabond neighbourhood of the Temple 
of Harmony, poured into the narrow passage, and got up 
an impromptu riot of their own with the waiters who 
tried, too late, to turn them out. Just as the police were 
forcing their way through the throng below, Zack and 
the stranger had fought their way out of the throng 
above, and had got clear of the room. 

On the right of the landing as they approached it^ 
was at door, through which the man with the skull-cap 
now darted, dragging Zack after him. His temper was 
just as cool, his quick eye just as vigilant as ever. The 
key of the door was inside. He locked it, amid a roar 
of applauding laughter from the people on the staircase, 
mixed with cries of Tolice!" and ''Stop 'em in the 
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Court!" from the waiters. The two then descended 
a steep flight of stairs at headlong speed, and found 
themselves in a kitchen, confronting an astonished man- 
cook and two female servants. Zack knocked the man 
down before he could use the rolling-pin which he had 
snatched up on their appearance?; while the stranger 
coolly took a hat that stood on the dresser, and jammed 
it tight with one smack of his lai^e hand on young 
Thorpe's bare head. The next moment they were out 
in a court into which the kitchen' opened, and were 
running at the top of their speed. 

The police, on their side, lost no time; but they had 
to get out of the crowd in the passage and go round the 
front of the hous^, before they could arrive at the turn- 
ing which led into the court from the street. T^iis gave 
the fugitives a start; and the neighbourhood of alleys, 
lanes, and by-streets in which their flight immediately 
involved them, was the neighbourhood of all others to 
favour their escape. While the springing of rattles and 
the cries of "Stop thief!" were rending the frosty night 
air in one direction, Zack and tiie stranger were walking 
away quietly, arm in arm, in the other — young Thorpe 
adjuring any stray policeman who ran past them to be 
quick for Heaven's sake, and stop a dreadful row that 
was going on outside the Temple of Harmony. 

The man with the skull-cap had taken the lead 
hitherto, and he took it still; though, from the manner 
in which he stared about him at comers of streets, and 
involved himself and his companion every now and then 
in blind alleys, it was clear enough that he was quite 
unfamih'ar with the part of the town through which they 
were now walking. Zack, having treated himself, that 
night, to his fatal third glass of grog, and having finished 
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half of it before the fight began, was by this time in no 
condition to care about following any particular path in 
the great labyrinth of London. He walked on, talking 
thickly and incessantly to the stranger, who never once 
answered him. It was of no use to applaud his bravery; 
to criticise his style of fighting, which was anything but 
scientific; to express astonishment at his skill in knock- 
ing his hat on again, all through the fetruggle, every time 
it was knocked off; and to declare admiration of his 
quickness in taking the cook's hat to cover his compa- 
nion's bare head, which might have exposed him to sus- 
picion and capture as he passed through the streets. It 
was of no use to speak on these subjects, or on any 
others. The imperturbable hero who had not uttered a 
word all through the fight, was as imperturbable as ever; 
and would not utter a word after it. 

They strayed at last into Fleet Street, and walked to 
the foot of Ludgate Hill. Here the stranger stopped — 
glanced towards the open space on the right, where the 
river ran — gave a great rough gasp of relief and satis- 
faction — and made directly for BlackMars bridge. He 
led Zack, who was still slightly thick in his utterance, 
and unsteady on his legs, to the parapet wall; let go off 
his arm there; and looking steadily in his face by the 
light of the gas-lamp, addressed him, for the first time, 
in a remarkably grave, deliberate voice, and in these 
words: — 

"Now then, young 'un, suppose you pull a breath, 
and wipe that bloody nose of yours." 

Zack, instead of resenting this unceremonious manner 
of speaking to him — which he might have done, had 
he been sober — burst into a frantic fit of laughter. 
The remarkable gravity and composure of the stranger's 
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tone and manner, contrasted with the oddity of the pro- 
position by which he opened the conversation, would 
have been irresistibly ludicrous even to a man whose 
faculties were not at all in an intoxicated condition. 

While Zack was roaring with laughter till the tears 
roUed down his cheeks, his odd companion was leaning 
over the parapet of the bridge, and pulling off his black 
kid gloves, which had suffered considerably during the 
progress of the fight. Having rolled them up into a ball, 
he jerked them contemptuously into the river. 

"There goes the first pair of gloves as ever 1 had on; 
and the last as ever I mean to wear," said he, spreading 
out his brawny hands to the sharp night breeze. 

Young Thorpe heaved a few last expiring gasps of 
laughter; then became quiet and serious &om sheer ex- 
haustion. 

"Go it again," said the man of the skull-cap; staring 
at him as gravely as ever, "I like to hear you." 

"I can't go it again," answered Zack faintly; "Fm 
out of breath. Oh you queer old beggar! who tiie devil 
are you?" 

"I ain't nobody in particular; and I don't know as 
IVe got a single friend to care about who I am in all 
England," replied the other. "Give us your hand, youi^ 
'un! In the foreign parts where I come from, when one 
man stands by another as youVe stood by me to-night, 
them two are brothers together afterwards. You needn't 
be a brother to me, if you don't like. I mean to be a 
brother to you, whether you like it or not. My name's 
Mat Whafs yours?" 

"Zack," returned young Thorpe, clapping his new 
acquaintance on the back with brotherly familiarity al- 
ready. "You're a jolly old boy; and I like your way 
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of talking. Where do you come from, Mat? And what 
do you wear that queer cap under your hat for?** 

**1 come from America last,** replied Mat, as grave 
and deliberate as ever; ''and I wear this cap because I 
havn't got no scalp on my head.** i 

"D — n it! what do you mean?** cried Zack, startled 
into temporary sobriety, and taking his hand off his new 
friend's shoulder as quickly as if he had put it on red- 
hot iron. 

"I always mean what I say,** continued Mat, "Fve 
got that much good about me, if I havn*t got no more. 
Me and my scalp parted company years ago. Tm here, 
on a bridge in London, talking to a young chap of the 
name of Zack. My scalp's on the top of a high pole in 
some Indian village, anywhere you like about the Ama- 
zon country. If there's any puffs of wind going there, 
like there is here, it's rattling just now, like a bit of dry 
parchment; and all the hair on it is flipping about like 
a horse's tail when the flies is in season. I don't know 
nothing more about my scalp than that. If you don't 
believe me, just lay hold of my hat, and I'll show 
you — " 

"Oh, hang it, no!" exclaimed Zack, recoiling from 
the offered hat. "I believe you, old fellow. But how 
the deuce do you manage without a scalp — I never 
heard of such a thing before in my life — how is it 
you're not dead, eh?" 

"It takes a deal more to kill a tough man than you 
London chaps think," said Mat. "I was found before my 
head got 'cool, and plastered over with leaves and oint- 
ment They'd left a bit of scalp at the back, being in 
rather too gr^t a hurry to do their work as handily as 
usual; and a new skin growed over, after a little, a 
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babyish sort of skin that wasn't half thick enough, and 
wouldn't bear no new crop of hair. So I had to eke 
out and keep my head comfortable with aa old yellow 
handkercher; which I always wore till I got to San Fran- 
cisco, on my way back here. I met with a priest at 
San Francisco, who told me that I should look a little 
less like a savage, if I wore a skull-cap like his, instead 
of a handkercher, when I got back into what he called 
the civilised world. So I took his advice, and bought 
this cap. I suppose it looks better than my old yellow 
handkercher; but it ain't half so comfortable." 

"But how did you lose your scalp?" a^ked Zack — 
"tell us all about it. Upon my soul, Mat, you seem to 
be the most interesting fellow I ever met with! And, 
I say, lefs walk about, while we talk. I feel steadier 
on my legs now; and it's so infernally cold standing 
here," 

"Which way can we soonest get out of this muck 
of houses and steets?" asked Mat, surveying the London 
view around him with aa expression of grim disgust. 
"There ain't no room, even on this bridge, for the wind 
to blow fairly over a man. I'd just as soon be smothered 
up in a bed, as smothered up in smoke and stink here." 

"What a queer fellow you are! — a regular character. 
Come along, this way. Steady, old boy! The grog*s not 
quite out of my head yet; and I've got the hiccups. 
Here's my way home, and your way into the fresh air, 
if you really want it. Come along; and tell me how you 
lost your scalp." 

"There ain't nothing particular to tell. What's your 
name again?" 

"Zack." 

"Well, Zack, I was out on the tramp, dodging about 
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after any game that turned up, on the banks of the 
Amazon — " 

"Amazon? What the deyil's that? A woman? or a 
place? — Steady! or that cab will be over us.** 

"Did you ever hear of South America?" 

"I can't positively swear to it; but to the best of my 
belief, I think I have." 

"Well; Amazon's a longish bit of a river in those 
parts. I was out, as I told you, on the tramp — ** 

"By Jove! you look like the sort of man who has 
been out on the tramp ever3rwhere." 

"Do I?" 

"And done everything, I should say." 

"Mostly everything. Fve druv* cattle in Mexico; Tve 
been out with a gang that went to find an overland road 
to the North Pole; Pve worked through a season or two 
in catching wild horses in the Pampas; and another sea- 
son or two in digging gold in CaHfomia. I went away 
from England, a tidy lad aboard ship; and here I am 
back again now, an old vagabond as hasn't a Mend to 
own him. If you want to know exactly who I am, and 
what Pve been up to all my life, thafs about as much 
as I can tell you." 

"And deucedly interesting it is too! But I say—^ oh, 
these infernal hiccups! Pm always bothered with them 
at night after eating supper. Pve been a martjrr to hic' 
cups ever since I was a child — but, I say, there's one 
thing you haven't told me yet; you haven't told me what 
your other name is besides Mat. Mine's Thorpe." 

"I haven't heard the sound of the other name you're 
asking after, for a matter of better than twenty year: and 
I don't care if I never hear it again." His voice sank 
huskily, and he turned his he£td a little away from Zack, 
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as he said those words. "They mcknamed me 'Marksman,* 
when I used to go out with the exploring gangs, because 
I was the best shot of all of them. You call me Marks- 
man too, if you don't like Mat Mister Matthew Marks- 
man, if you please: .everybody seems to be a " Mister '* 
here. You're one, of course. But I don't mean to call 
you "Mister" for all that. I shall stick to Zack; it's 
short, and there's no bother about it." 

"AU right, old feUow! And HI stick to Mat, which 
is shorter stiU by a whole letter. But, I say, you haven't 
told the story yet about how you lost your scalp." 

"There ain't no story in it. Do you know what it is 
to have a man dodging after you through' these odds and 
ends of streets here? I dare say you do. Well, I had 
three skulking thieves of Indians dodging after me, over 
better than four hundred miles of lonesome country, 
where I might have bawled for help for a whole week 
on end, and never made anybody hear me. They wanted 
my scalp, and they wanted my rifle, and they got both 
at last, at the end of their man-hunt, because I couldn't 
get any sleep." 

"Not get any sleep! Why not?" 

"Because they was three, and I was only on6, to be 
sure! One of them kep' watch while the other two slept 
I hadn't nobody to keep watch for me; and my life de- 
pended on my eyes being open night and day. I took 
a dog's snooze once, and was woke out of it by an arrow 
in my face. I kep' on a long time after that, before I 
give out; but at last I got the horrors, and thought the 
prairie was all a-fire, and run froto it. I don't know 
how long I run on in that mad state; I only know that 
the horrors turned out to be the saving of my life. I 
missed my own trail, and struck into another, whicl\ was 
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a trail of Mendly Indiaas — people Pd traded with, 
you know. And I come up with 'em somehow, near 
enough for the stragglers of their hunting-party to hear 
me shreek when my scalp was took. And now you 
know as much ahout it as I do; fpr I can't tell you no 
more, except that I woke up like, in an Indian wigwam 
with a crop of cool leaves on my head, instead of a crop 
of hair." 

"By George, how horrible! (Ifs tremendously exciting 
though.) Which of those scars on your face is the 
arrow-wound, eh? Oh, thafs it — is it? Hullo! old 
boy, you've got a black eye. Did any of those fellows 
hit hard enough to hurt you in that row of ours?" 

"Hurt me! Chaps like them hurt Me! I" — and Mr. 
Marksman, tickled by the extravagance of the idea which 
Zack's question suggested to him, shook his sturdy 
shoulders, and indulged himself in a gruff chuckle which 
seemed to claun some sort of barbarous relationship with 
a laugh. 

"Ab! of course they haven't hurt you; — I didn't 
think they had,*' said Zack, whose pugilistic sympathies 
were deeply touched by tlie contempt with which his 
new friBnd treated the bumps and bruises received in 
the fight "Go on. Mat, I like adventures of your sort. 
"Wbat did you do after your head healed up?" 

"Well, I got tired of dodgiiig about the Amazon, and 
went south, and learnt to throw a lasso, and took a torn 
at the wild horses. Galloping did my head good." 

"If s just what would do mine good too. Yours is 
the sort of jolly, wandering life, Mat, for me! How did 
you first come to lead it? Did you run away from home?" 

"No. I served aboard ship, where I was put out, 
being too idle a vagabond to be kep' at home. I always 
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wanted to run wild somewhere for a chaagej but I 
didn't really go to do it, till I picked up a letter wbich 
was waiting for me in port, at the Brazils. There was 
news in that which sickened me of going home again; 
so I deserted, and went off on the tramp. And I've 
been mostly on the tramp eyer since, till I got here last 
Sunday." 

"What! have you only been in England since Sun- 
day?" 

"That's all. I made a good time of it in California, 
where Tve been last, digging gold. My^mate, as was 
with me, got a talking about the old couniry, and 
wrought on me so that I went back with him to see it 
again. So, instead of gambling away all my money 
over there" (Mr. Marksman carelessly jerked his hand in 
a westerly direction), "I've come to spend it over here. 
I'm going down into the country to-morrow, to see if 
anybody cares to own me at the old place. If nobody 
does, I shall go back again at once. After twenty years 
among the savages, or little better, I ain't fit for the sort 
of thing as goes on among you here. I can't sleep in a 
bed; I can't stop in a room; I can't be comfortable in 
decent clothes; I can't stray into a singing-shop, as I did 
to-night, without a dust being kicked up all round me, 
because I havn't got a proper head of hair like every- 
body else. I can't shake up along with the rest of you, 
nohow; I'm used to hard lines and a wild country; and 
I shall go back and die over there among the lonesome 
places where there's plenty of room for me." And again 
Mr. Marksman jerked his hand carelessly in the direction 
of the American continent 

"Oh, don't talk about going back, old fellow!" cried 
Zack; "you must haye such lots of good stories to tell| 
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and I want to hear them all. There's nothing I should 
like better than bolting to America myself. If s no use 
going back the moment you've got here, before I've had 
time to know you. Besides, you're sure to find some- 
body left at home — don't you think so yourself, Mat?" 

Mat made no answer. He suddenly slackened; then, 
as suddenly, increased his pace; dragging young Thorpe 
with him at a headlong rate. 

"You're sure to find somebody," continued Zack, in 
his ojff-hand, ^familiar way. "I don't know — geptly. 
Mat! we're not walking for a wager — I don't know 
whether you're married or not?" (Mr. Marksman still 
made no answer, and walked quicker than ever). "But 
if you haven't got wife or child, every fellow's got a 
father and mother, you know; and most fellows have got 
brothers or sisters; and even if — " 

"Good night," said Mr. Marksman, stopping short, 
and abruptly holding out his hand. 

"Why! what's the matter now?" asked Zack, in 
astonishment. "What do you want to part company for 
already? We are not near the end of the streets yet. I 
havn't said anything that's offended you?" 

"No, nothing. You can go on talking to me if you 
like, the day after to-morrow. I shall be back then, 
whatever happens. I said Fd be like a brother to you; 
and that means, in my li^go, doing anything you ask. 
You want me to tell you about the sort of life Tve been 
leading — do you? Very weU; I'll tell you as much as 
you want. There's a baccer shop in Kirk Street, Wend- 
over Market, with & green door, and Fourteen written 
on it in yaller paint. When I am shut up in a room of 
my own], which isn't often, I'm shut up ttiere. I can't 
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give you the key of the house, because I want it my- 
self." 

"Kirk Street? Thafs my way. Why can't we go 
on together? What do you want to say good-night here 
for?" 

"Because I want to be left by myself. It ain't your 
fault; but youVe set me thinking of something that don't 
make me easy in my mind. IVe led a lonesome life of 
it, young 'un; straying away months and months out in 
the wilderness, without a human being to speak to. I 
dare say that wasn't a right sort of life for a man to take 
up with; but I did take up with it; and I can't get over 
liking it sometimes still. When I'm not easy in my 
mind, I want to be left lonesome as I used to be. I 
want it now." And once more, Mr. Marksman held out 
his hand. 

"Well, Mat, you certainly are the most curious fellow 
I ever met with. Wait a bit, old boy, till I've written 
down your direction in my pocket-book. Hang the thing! 
I can't get at it. What number was it — eh? Oh! 
Fourteen. Wait a minute. "Mr. Marksman (that's the 
name to ask for, isn't it?)" AU right. "Mr. Marksman, 
14, Eirk Street, Wendover Market." What's the day 
after to-morrow? Thursday? "Wendover Market: Thurs- 
day." Morning, early, shall I write? Yery well: 
"Morning, early." And, Mat, if you really don't find 
anybody that belongs to you — " 

"Good-night," repeated Mr. Marksman, crossing sud- 
denly to the other side of the road, and then walking 
straight on at a great pace. 

Young Thorpe stood with his pdcket-book and pencil 
in his hand, looking after his new Mend until he had 
lost sight of him in the dark distance dotted with gas- 
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lights; and had heard the last timmp of his steady foot- 
step die away on the pavement in the morning stillness 
of the street 

That's a queer fellow — thought Zack, as he 
pursued his own road — and we have got acquainted 
with each other in a very queer way. I shall go and 
see him though, on Thursday; for, if ever Pm turned 
loose on the world (which isn't at all unlikely, con- 
sidering how badly things are going on with me at 
home), he's just the man to give me a hint or two in 
the right direction. I shall certainly go and see him on 
Thursday; something may come of it, one of these days. 

Zack was a careless guesser; but, in this case, he 
guessed right. Something did come of it. 
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CHAPTER n. 

The Prodigal*8 Return. 

• Whbn Zack reached Baregrove Square, it was four 
in the morning. The neighbouring church clock struck 
the hour as he approached his own door. 

Immediately after parting with Mr. Marksman mali- 
cious Pate so ordaiaed it that he '^passed one of those 
late — or, to speak more correctly, early — public- 
houses, which are open to customers during the "small 
hours" of the morning. He was parched with thirst; 
and the hiccuping fit which had seized him in the com- 
pany of his new Mend had not yet subsided. "Suppose 
I try what a drop of brandy will do for me," exclaimed 
Zack, stopping at the fatal entrance of the public- 
house. 

He went in lightly and easily enough. He came 
out with some awkwardness, and no little difficulty. 
However, he had achieved his purpose of curing the 
hiccups. ' The remedy employed, acted, to be sure, on 
his legs as well as his stomach — but that was a 
trifling physiological eccentricity quite imworthy of 
notice. 

He was far too exclusively occupied in thinking of 
the eccentric Mr. Marksman, and in chuckling over 
the remembrance of the agreeably riotous train of cir- 
cumstances which had brought his new acquaintance and 
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himself together, to take any notice of his own personal 
condition, or to observe that his course over the pave- 
ment was of a somewhat sinuous nature, as he walked 
home. It was only when he pulled the door-key out of 
his pocket, and tried to put it into the key-hole, that 
his attention was fsdrly directed on himself; and then 
he discovered that his hands were slightly helpless, and 
that he was also by no means rigidly steady on his 
legs. 

There are some men whose minds get drunk, and 
some men whose bodies get drunk, under the influence 
of intoxicating liquor. Zack belonged to the second 
class. He was perfectly capable of understanding what 
was said to him, and of knowing what he said himself, 
long after his utterance had grown thick, and his gait 
h^ become perilously uncertain. He was now quite 
conscious that his visit to the public-hou^e had by no 
means tended to sober him; and quite awake to the im- 
portance of noiselessly stealing up to bed — but he 
was, at the same time, totally unable to put the key 
into the door at the first attempt, or to look comfortably 
for the key-hole, without previously leaning against the 
area railings at his side. 

"Steady," muttered Zack, "Pm done for if I make 
any row." Here he felt for the keyhole, and guided 
the key elaborately with his left hand, into its proper 
place. He next opened tbe door, so quietly that he was 
astonished at himself — entered the passage with mar- 
vellous stealthiness — then closed the door again, and 
cried "Hush!" when he found that he had let the lock 
go a little too noisily. 
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He listened before lie attempted to light his candle. 
The air of the house felt strangely close and hot, after 
the air out of doors. The dark stilbiess above and 
around him was instinct with an awful and virtuous 
repose; and was deepened ominously by the solemn tick- 
tick of the kitchen clock — never audible from the 
passage in the day time: terribly and incomprehensibly 
distinct at this moment. 

"I won't bolt the door," he whispered to himself, 
"till I have struck a — " Here the unreliability of 
brandy as a curative agent in cases of fermentation in 
the stomach, was palpably demonstrated by the return 
of the hiccuping fit. "Hush!" cried Zack for the second 
time, terrified at the violence and suddenness of the 
relapse, and clapping his hand to his mouth when it 
was too late. 

Aftfer groping, on his knees, with extraordinary per- 
severance all round the rim of his bed-room candlestick, 
which stood on one of the hall chairs, he succeeded 
— not in finding the box of matches — but in knocking 
it inexplicably off the chair, and sending it rolling over 
the stone floor, until it was stopped by the opposite 
wall. "With some dificulty he captured it, and struck a 
light. Never, in all Zack's experience, had any former 
matches caught flame with such a shrill report, as 
was produced from the one disastrous and diabolical 
match which he happened to select to light his candle 
with. 

The next thing to be done was to bolt the door. 
He succeeded very well with the bolt at the top; but 
failed signally with the bolt at the bottom, which ap- 
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peared particularly difficult to deal with that night; for 
it first of all creaked fiercely on being moved — then 
stuck spitefully just at the entrance of the staple — 
then slipped all of a sudden, under moderate pressure, 
and ran like lightning into its appointed place, with a 
bang of malicious triumph. K that don't bring the 
governor down — thought Zack, listening with all his 
ears, and stifling the hiccups with all his might — he's 
a harder sleeper than I take him for. 

But no door opened, no voice called, no sound of 
any kind broke the mysterious stillness of the bedroom 
regions. Zack sat down on the stairs, and took his boots 
off — got up again with some little difficulty, listened, 
took his candlestick, listened once more, whispered to 
himself, "iN'ow for it!" and began the perilous ascent to 
his own room. 

He held tight by the bannisters, only falling against 
them, and making them crack from top to bottom, 
once, before he reached the drawing-room landing. He 
ascended the second flight of stairs without casualties of 
any kind, until he got to the top step, close by his 
fatiier's bed-room door. Here, by a dire fatality, the 
stifled hiccups burst beyond all control,- and distinctly 
asserted themselves by one convulsive yelp, which be- 
trayed Zack into a start of horror. The Btart shook his 
candlestick: the extinguisher, which lay loose in it, 
dropped out, hopped playfully down the stone-stairs, and 
rolled over the landing with a loud and lively ring — a 
devilish aud brazen flourish of exultation in honour of 
its own activity. 

"Oh Lord!" faintly ejaculated Zack, as he heard 
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somebody's voice speaking, and somebody's body moving, 
in the bed-room; and remembered that he had to 
mount another flight of stairs — wooden stairs, this 
time — before he got to his own quarters on the garret- 
floor. 

He went up, however, directly, with the recklessness 
of despair; every separate stair creaking and cracking 
under him, as if a young elephant had been retiring 
to bed instead of a young man. He blew out his light, 
tore off his clothes, and, slipping between the sheets, 
begem, to breathe elaborately, as if he was fast asleep — 
in the desperate hope of being still able to deceive his 
father, if Mr. Thorpe came up stairs to look after 

But another and a last accident, the direst of all, 
baflied his plans and ruthlessly betrayed him. No sooner 
had he assumed a recumbent position than a lusty and 
ceaseless singing began in his ears, which bewildered 
and half deafened him. His bed, the room, the house, 
the whole world tore round and round, and heaved up 
and down frantically with him. He ceased to be a hu- 
man being: he became a giddy atom, spinning drunkenly 
in illimitable space. He started up in bed, and was re- 
called to a sense of his humanity by a cold perspiration 
and a deathly qualm. Hiccups biurst from him no longer; 
but they were succeeded by another and a louder series 
of sounds — sounds familiar to everybody who has ever 
been at sea — sounds nautically and lamentably asso- 
ciated with white basins, whirling waves, and misery of 
mortal stomachs wailing in emetic despair. 

In the momentary^ pauses between the rapidly sue- 
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cessive attacks of the malady which now overwhelmed 
him, and which he attributed in after life entirely to the 
dyspeptic influences of toasted cheese, ,Zack was faintly 
conscious of the sound of slippered feet ascending the 
stairs. His back was to the door. He had no strength 
to move, no courage to look round, no voice to raise in 
supplication. He knew that his door opened — that a 
light came into the room — that a voice cried "Degraded 
beast!" — that the door was suddenly shut again with a 
bang — and that he was left once more in total dark- 
ness. He did not care for the light, or the voice, or the 
banging of the door: he did not think of them after- 
wards, he did not mourn over the past, or speculate on 
the future. He just sank back on his pillow with a 
gasp, drew the clothes over him with a groan, and fell 
asleep, blissfully reckless of the retribution that was to 
come with the coming daylight. 

When he woke late the next morning — conscious 
of nothing, at first, except that it was thawing fast out 
of doors, and that he had a violent headache, but gra- 
dually recalled to a remembrance of the memorable fight 
in the Temple of Harmony by a sense of soreness in his 
ribs, and a growing conviction that his nose had become 
too large for his face — Zack's memory began, correctly 
though confusedly, to retrace the circumstances attending 
his return home, and his disastrous journey up stairs to 
bed. With these recollections were mingled others of 
the light that had penetrated into his room, after his 
own candle was out; of the voice that had denounced 
him as a ''Degraded Beast;" and of the banging of the 
door which had followed. Th^e could be no doubt that 
it wafi his father who had entered the room and apostro* 
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phised him in the briefly emphatic terms which he was 
now calling to mind. Never had Mr. Thorpe, on any 
former occasion, been known to call names, or bang 
doors. It was quite clear that 'he had discovered every- 
thing; and was exasperated with his son as he had never 
.been exasperated with any other human being before in 
his life. 

Just as Zack arrived at this conclusion, he heard the 
rustling of his mother's dress on the stairs, and Mrs. 
Thorpe, with her handkerchief to^ her eyes, presented 
herself wofully at his bedside. Profoundly and penitently 
wretched, he tried to gain his mother's forgiveness before 
he encountered his father's wrath. To do him justice, he 
was so thoroughly ashamed to meet her eye, that he 
turned his face to the wall, and in that position con- 
fessed everything, vowed amendment for the future and 
for ever, declared his readiness to make any atonement 
that was desired of him; and, in short, appealed to his 
mother's compassion in the most moving terms, and with 
the most vehement protestations that he had ever' ad- 
dressed to her. 

But the only effect he produced on Mrs. Thorpe was 
to make her walk up and down the room in violent agic 
tation, sobbing bitterly. Now and then, a few words 
. burst lamentably and incoherently from her lips. They 
were just articidate enough for him to gather from them, 
that his father had found out everything, had suffered in 
consequence from an attack of palpitations of the heart, 
and had felt himself, on rising that morning, so unequal, 
both in mind and body, to deal unaided with the enor- 
mity of his son's offence, that he had just gone out to 
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seek Mr. YoUop's advice as to what it would be best for 
him to do, as a Christian and a parent, under the shock- 
ing and shameful emergency in which he .was now 
placed. 

On discovering this, Zack's penitence changed in* 
stantly into a curious mixture of indignation and alarm. ^ 
He turned round quickly towards his mother; but, before 
he could open his lips, she told him, speaking with a 
sudden and unexampled severity of tone, that he was on 
no account to think of going to the ofSce as usual, but 
was to wait at home until his father's return — and then 
hurried from the room. The fact was, that Mrs. Thorpe 
distrusted her own inflexibility, if she stayed too long in 
the presence of her penitent son; but Zack could not, 
unhappily, ki;iow this. He could only see that she left 
him abruptly, after delivering an ominous message; and 
could only place the gloomiest and most disheartening 
interpretation on her conduct. 

"When mother turns against me, IVe lost my last 
chance, and nothing's left for it but to — " he stopped 
before he ended the sentence, and sat up in bed, de- 
liberating with himself for a minute or two. "I could 
make up my mind to bear anything &om the governor, 
because he has a right to row me, after what Tve done. 
But if I stand old YoUop again. Til be — " here, what- 
ever Zack said was smothered in the sound of a blow, 
expressive of fury and despair, which he administered to 
the mattress on which he was sitting. Having relieved 
himself thus, he jumped out of bed, pronouncing at last 
in real earnest, those few words of fatal slang which had 
often burst from his lips in other days, only as an empty 
threat: — 
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"Ifs all up with me; I must bolt from home." 
He refeeshed both mind and body by a good wash; 
but still his resolution did not falter. He hurried on his 
clothes, looked out of window, listened at his door; and 
all this time his purpose never changed. Kemembering 
but too well the persecution he had already suffered at 
the hands of Mr. YoUop, the conviction that it would 
now be repeated with fourfold severity was enough of 
itself to keep him firm to his desperate intention: enough, 
without the additional stimulus of anticipating all that 
he might have to suffer from his father's anger, or of re- 
velling in the idea of future freedom from the mono- 
tonous servitude of his office-life. 

"ril make this help to keep me till I see what can 
be done," thought he, putting on a gold watch and chain 
which had been presented to him by his grandfather. 
"Poor old Goodworth! he said^he had made a present to 
the pawn-broker when he gave it to me. But TU take it 
out of pledge again with the very first — " here his 
thoughts veered round suddenly, at the sight of his 
pocket-book, to his strange companion of the past night 
As he reflected on the appointment for Thursday morn- 
ing, his eyes brightened, and he said to himself aloud, 
while he turned resolutely to the door, "That queer fellow 
talked of going back to America; if I can't do anything 
else m go back with him!" 

Just as his hand was on the lock, he was startled by 
a knock at the door. He opened it and found the house- 
maid on the landing with a letter for him. Eetuming to 
the window, he hastily undid the envelope. Several 
gaily-printed invitation cards with gilt edges dropped out. 
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There was a letter among them, which proyed to be in 
Mr. Blyth's handwriting, and ran thus: — 

*' Wednesday. 

My Deak.Zack, ; — The enclosed are the tickets for 
my picture show, which I told you about yesterday 
evening. I send them now, instead of waiting to give 
them to you to-night, at Lawie's su^estion. She thinks 
only three days' notice, from now to Saturday, rather 
short; and considers it advisable to save even a few 
hours, so as to enable you to give your friends the most 
time poss^le to make their arrangements conveniently 
for coming to my studio. Post all the invitation tickets 
therefore,, that you send about among your connection, 
at once, as I am posting mine; and you will save a day 
by that means, which is a good deal. Patty is obliged 
to pass your house this morning, on an errand, so I send 
my letter by her. How conveniently things sometimes 
turn out; don't they? 

"Introduce anybody you like; but I should prefer in- 
tellectual people; my figure-subject of 'Columbus in sight 
of the New World,' being treated mystically, and adapted 
to tax the popular mind to the utmost, as a work of 
High Art that nobody can hope to understand in a 
hurry. 

"I am beginning to brush up the painting-room for 
visitors already. Madonna is helping me with the orna- 
mental part, as only Madonna can. She finds everything, 
and does everything, and runs up and down stairs to let 
Lawie know how we are getting on, while I am only 
thinking about it. With such a bright, good, loving 
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creature to decorate my painting-room, the musty old 
place looks like an enchanted palace akeady; and I am 
^e happiest artist that ever handled a mahl-stick. 
'*I remain, my dear Zack, 

"Affectionately yours, 

'T. Bltth/' 

The perusal of this letter reminded Zack of certain 
recent aspirations in the direction of the fine arts, which 
had escaped his slippery memory altogether, while he 
was thinking of his future prospects, "m stick to my 
first idea,** thought he, "and be an artbt, if Blyth will 
let me, after what's happened. H he won't, IVe got 
Mat to fall back upon; and m run as wild in America 
as ever he did.** 

Eeflecting thus, Zack descended cautiously to the 
back parlour, which was called a "Library." The open 
door showed him that no one was in the room. He went 
in; and, in great haste, crawled the following answer to 
Mr. Blyth's letter. 

"Mt deak Blyth, — Thank you for the tickets. 
I have got into a most dreadful scrape, haying been 
found out coming home groggy at four in the morning, 
which I did by cribbing the family door-key. The row 
in store for me after this is so tremendous, that I am 
going to make a bolt of it I write these lines in a 
tearing hurry and a dreadful fright, for fear the governor 
should come home before I have done — he having 
gone to Yollop's to set the parson at me again worse 
than ever. 

Hide and Seek, L i 21 
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''I can't come to you to-night, because your house 
would be the first place they would send to after me; 
and I don't want to mix you up in the row. But I mean 
to be an artist, if you won't desert me. Don't, old 
fellow! I know Pm a d — d scamp; but HI try and be 
a reformed character, if you will only stick by me. 
When you take your walk to-morrow, I shall be at the 
turnpike in the Laburnum Eoad, waiting for you, at 
three o'clock. If you won't come there, or won't speak 
to me when you do come, I shall leave England, and 
take to something desperate. 

"I have got a new Mend — tiie best and most 
interesting fellow in the world. He has been half his 
life in the wilds of America; so, if you dont give me 
the go-by, I shall bring him to see your picture of Co- 
lumbus. 

^'I feel so miserable, and have got such a headache, 
that I can't write any more. Ever yours, 

"Z. Thobpe, Jot." 



After directing this letter, and placing it in his 
pocket to be put into the post by his own hand, Zack 
looked towards the door, and hesitated — then advanced 
a step or two to go out — then paused thoiightftdly — 
and ended by returning to the writing-table, and taking 
a fresh sheet of paper out of the portfolio before 
him. 

"I can't leave the old lady (though she won't forgive 
me) without writing a line to keep up her spirits, and 
say good-bye," thought he, as he dipped the pen in the 
ink, and . began in his usual dashing, scrawling way. 
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But he could not get beyond "My dear Mother." The 
writing of those three words seemed to have suddenly 
paralysed him. The strong hand that had struck out so 
sturdily all through the fight, trembled now at merely 
touching a sheet of paper. Still he tried desperately to 
write something, even if it were only the one word, 
"Good-bye,'* — tried tiU the tears came into his eyes, 
and made all further effort hopeless. 

He crumpled up the paper wid rose hastily, brushing 
away the tears with his hand, and feeling a strange 
dread and distrust of himself as he did so. It was rarely, 
very rarely, that his eyes were moistened as they were 
moistened now. Few human beings have lived to be 
twenty years of age without shedding more tears than 
had ever been shed by Zack. 

"I can't write to her while Tm at home, and I know 
she's in the next room to me. I will send her a letter 
.when Tm out of the house, saying it's only for a little 
time, and that Tm coming back when the angry part of 
this infernal business is all blown over." Such was his 
resolution, as he tore up the crumpled paper, wid went 
out quickly into the passage. 

He took his hat from the table. His hat? Ko, he 
remembered Ihat it was the hat which had been taken 
from the man at the tavern. At the most momentous 
instant of his life — when his heart was bowing down 
before the thought of his mother — when he was 
leaving home in secret, perhaps for ever — the current 
of his thoughts could be incomprehensibly stopped and 
altered in .its course by the trumpery influence of such 
a trifle as this! 

21* 
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It ,wa8 thus with him; it is thus with all of us. Our 
faculties are never more completely at the mercy of the 
smallest interests of our being, than when they appear 
to be most fully absorbed by the mightiest And it is 
often well for us that there exists this seeming imper- 
fection in our nature. The first cure of many a grief, 
after the hour of parting, or in the house of death, has 
begun, insensibly ta ourselves, with the first moment 
when we were betrayed into thinking of so little a thing 
even as a daily meaL 

The rain which had accompanied the thaw waB 
falling faster and faster; inside the house was dead 
silence, and outside it damp desolation, as Zack opened 
' the street door; and, without hesitating a moment, dashed 
out desperately through mud and wet, to cast himself 
loose on the thronged world of London as a fugitive from 
his own home. 

His first thoughts, obedient to the strange direction 
• which .accident had given to them, were all occupied in 
devising the best method of sending back the hat he 
wore to the man from whom it had been taken. A plan 
for accomplishing this soon suggested itself to him; and 
then his mind returned once more, of its own accord, to 
the reflections that had filled it while he was trying in 
vain to write a farewell letter to his mother. Before he 
got out of Baregrove Square, he stopped, and looked back 
from an angle in the pavement which gave him a view 
of his father's house. 

He paused thus; the recollections of weeks, months, 
years past, all whirling through his memory in a few 
moments of time. He paused, looking through the damp, 
foggy atmosphere, at the door which he had just left — 
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never, it might be, to approach it again; then moved 
away, buttoned his coat over his chest with trembling, 
impatient fingers, and saying to himself, "I've done it, 
and nothing can undo it now," turned his back resolutely 
on Baregrove Square. 
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NOTE TO CHAPTER VUI. 



I DO not know that any attempt has yet been made in English fiction to 
draw the character of a ** Deaf-Mate /* simply and exactly after nature — 
or, in other words, to exhibit the peculiar eflfects produced by the loss of 
the senses of hearing and speaking on the disposition, of the person so 
afflicted. The famous Fenella in Scott*s "Peveril of the Peak,'* only 
assumes deafness and dumbness; and the whole family of dumb people on 
the stage have the remarkable faculty — so far as my experience goes — of 
always being able to hear what is said to them. When the idea first oc- 
curred to me of representing Hhe character of a ** Deaf-Mute" as literally 
as possible according to nature , I found the difficulty of getting at tangible 
and reliable materials to work from much greater than I had anticipated; 
so much' greater indeed, that I believe my design must have been 
abandoned if a lucky chance had not thrown in my way Doctor Kitto's 
delightful litte book, "The Lost Senses.'* In the first division of that 
work, which contains the author's interesting and touching narrative of his 
own sensations under the total loss of the sense of hearing, and its con- 
sequent e£fect on the faculties of speech , will be found my authority for 
most of those traits in Madonna's character which are especially and im- 
mediately connected with the deprivation from which she is represented as 
suffering. The moral purpose to be answered by the introduction of such 
a personage as this, and of the kindred character of the Painter's Wife, lies, 
I would fain hope, so plainly on the surface, that it can be hardly necessary 
for me to indicate it even to the most careless reader. I know of nothing 
which more firmly supports our faith in the better parts of human nature, 
than to see — as we all may — with what patience and cheerftalness the 
heavier bodily afflictions of humanity are borne, for the most part, by 
those afflicted; and also to note what elements of kindness and gentlenesi 
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the spectacle of these afflictions constantly developes in the persons of the 
little circle by which the sufferer is surrounded. Here is^the ever bright 
side, the ever noble and consoling aspect of all human calamity; and the 
object oCpresenting this to the view of others, as truly, as worthily, and as 
tenderly as in him lies, seems to me to be> fit object for any writer who 
desires to address himself to the best and readiest sympathies of his 
readers. W. W. C. 
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